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PREFACE. 


THE Poe, or Romance, of Lazca Rooka, ha‘ing 
now reached, T understand, its twentieth edition, a short 
” account of the origin and progress of a work which has 
been hitherto so very fortunate in its course, may not be 
deemed, perhaps, superfluous or misplaced. 

It was about the year 1812 that, far more through the 
encouraging suggestions of friends than from any confident 
promptmgs of my own ambition, Î conceived the design 
of writing a Poem upon some Oriental subject, and of 
those quarto dimensions which Scott’s successful publications 
in that form had then rendered the regular poetical standard. 
A negotiation on the subject was opened with the Messrs. 
Longman, in the same year; but, from some causes which 
I cannot now recollect, led to no decisive result; dore 
was it till a year or two after, that any further steps were 
taken in the matter, —their house being the only one, it 
is right to add, with which, from first to last, I held any 
communication upon the subject. 

On this last occasion, Mr. Perry kindly offered himself 
as my representative In the treaty; and, what with the 


friendly zeal of my negotiator on the one side, and the 
18 
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prompt and liberal spirit with which he was met on the 
other, there has seldom, I think, occurred any transaction 


in which Trade and Poesy have shone out so advanta 


geously in each other’s eyes. The short discussion that . 


then took place, between the two parties, may be com 
prised in a very few sentences. «I am of opinion,” said 
Mr. Perry, —enforcing his view of the case by arguments 
which ït is not for me to cite,—tthat Mr. Moore ought 
to receive for his Poem the largest price that has been 
given, in our day, for such a work.” «That was, ? 
answered the Messrs. Longman, ‘three thousand guineas. ?? 
* Exactly so,” replied Mr. Perry, “and no less a sum ought 
he to receive.”? 

: It was then objected, and very reasonably, on the part 
of the firm, that they had never yet seen a single line of 
the Poem; and that a perusal of the work ought to be 
allowed to them, before they embarked so large a sum in 
be purchase. But, no;-the romantic view which my 
Éiend, Perry, took of the mater, was, that this price should 
be given as a tribute to reputation already acquired, without 
any condition for a previous perusal of the new work. 
This high tone, I must confess, not a little startled ana 
sarmed me; but, te the honour and glory of Romance, — 
: well on the publishers’ side as the poet’s,—this very 
_ generous view of the transaction was, without any dificulty, 
acceded to, and the firm agreed, before we separated - 


. at Ï was to receive three thousand puineas for rov Poem. 


CS 
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_ At the time of this agreement, but little of the work, 
as it stands at present, had yet been written. But the ready 
confidence of my success shown by others, made up for 
the deficiency of that requisite feeling, within myself, while 
a strong desire not wholly to disappoint this “auouring 
hope,” became almost a substitute for inspiration. In the 
year 1815, therefore, having made some progress in my 
task, I wrote to report the state of the work to the Messrs, . 
. Longman, adding, that I was now most willing and ready, 
“hould they desire it, to submit the manuscript for then 
consideration. Their answer to this offer was as follows :— 
«We are certainly impatient for the perusal of the Poem; 
but solely for our gratification. Vour sentiments are always 
honourable.?? * 

I continued to pursue my task for another year, being 
ikewise occasionally occupied with the Irish Melodies, 
two or three numbers of which made their appearance, 
during the period employed in writing Lalla Rookh. At 
length, in the year 1816, I found my work suffciently 
advanced to be placed in the hands of the publishers. 
_ But the state of distress to which England was reduced, 
in that lismal year, by the exhausting effects of the series 
of wars she had just then concluded, and the general em- 
barrassment of all classes, both agricultural and commercial, 


_ xendered it a juncture the least favourable that could wl 


a April 10, 1815. 
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be conceived for the first launch into print of so light and 
costly a venture as Lalla Rookh. Feeling conscious, there- 
fore, that, under such circumstances, Ï should act but 
honestly in putting it in the power of the Messrs. Longman 
to reconsider the terms of their engagement with me,— 
leaving them free to postpone, modify, or even, should such 
be their wisk, relinquish it altogether, I wrote them a letter 
to that eflect, and received the following answer 4 We 
shall be most happy in the pleasure of seemg you in 
February. We agree with you, indeed, that the times are 
most inauspicious for € poetry and thousands ;” but we believe 
that your poetry would do more than that of any other living 
poet at the present moment." * 

The length of time I employed in writing the few stories 
strung togeiner in Lalla Rookh will appear, to some persons, 
much more than was necessary for the production of such 
easy and “light o? love” fictions. But, besides that I have 
been, at all times, a far more slow and painstaking workman 
than would ever be guessed, I fear, from the result, I fe 

. that, in this instance, I had taken upon myself a more than 
ordinary responsibility, from the immense stake risked by 
others on my chance of success. For a long time, therefore, 
after the agreement had been concluded, though generally 

at work with a view to this task, I made but very little real 


+ progress in it; and I have still by me the beginnings of 


& November 9, 1816. 


\ . PREFACE. | 17 


several stories, continued, some of them, to the length of 
three or four hundred lines, which, after in vain endeavourmg 
to mould them into shape, I threw aside, like the tale of 
Cambuscan, «left half-told.”” One of these stories, entitled 
The Pers Daughter, was meant to relate the loves of a 
nymph of this aerial extraction with a youth of mortal race, 
the rightful Prince of Ormuz, who had been, from his infancy, 
Patent up, in seclusion, on the banks of the river Amou, 
by an aged guardian named Mohassan. The story opens 
with the first meeting of these destined lovers, then in 
their childhood; the Peri having wafted her daughter to 
this holy retreat, in a bright, enchanted boat, wnose first 


appearance is thus described :— 


* * * * * L 2 
For, down the silvery tide afar, 
There came a boat, as swift and bright 
Às shines, in heaven, some pilgrim-star, \ 
That leaves its own high home, at night, 
T'o shoot to distant shrines of light. 


« It comes, it comes,” young Orian cries, 
And panting to Mohassan flies. 

Then down upon the flowery grass 
Reclines to see the vision pass; 

With partly joy and partly fear, 

To find its wondrous light so near, 

And hiding oft his dazzled eyes 

Among the flowers on which he lies. 


# * # * Li L 


Within the boat a baby slent, 

, Like a young pearl within its shell; 
While one, who seemed of riper years, 
But not of earth, or eæthlike spheres 

Her watch beside the slumberer kept; 
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Gracefully waving, in her hand, 
The feathers of some holy bird, 
With which, from time to time, she stirred 
The fragrant air, and coolly fanned 
The baby’s brow, or brushed away 
The butterflies that, bright and blue mn 
As on the mountains of Malay, 
Around the sleeping infant flew. 


And now the fairy boat hath stopped 
Beside the bank,—the nymph has dropped 2 
Her golden anchor in the stream; 


L * * LL »* LI 


A song is sung by the Peri in approaching, of which the 


following forms a part :— 


My child she is but half divine; 
Her father sleeps in the Caspian water” 
Sea-weeds twine 
His funeral shrime, 
But he lives again in the Pers daughte.. 
Fain would I fly from mortal sight 
To my own sweet bowers of Peristan 
But there, the flowers are all too bright Q 
For the eyes of a baby born of man. 
On flowers of earth her feet must tread; 
So hither my light-winged bark hath vragbt her; 
Stranger, spread 
Thy leafest bed, 
To rest the wandering Peris daughter. 


In another of these inchoate fragments, a proud female 
sant, named Banou, plays a principal part, and her progress * 
through the streets of Cufa, on the night of a great illume. 

_ nated festival, I find thus described :- - 
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Ï was a scene of mirth that drew 

A smile from even the Saint Banou, 

À3, through the hushed, admiring throng, 
She went with stately steps along, 

And counted o’er, that all might see, 
The rubies of her rosary. 

But nore might see the worldly smile 
That lurked beneath her veil, the while: 
Alla forbid! for, who would wait 

Her blessing at the temple’s gate, — 
What holy man would ever run 

To kiss the: ground she knelt upon, 

If once, by luckless chance, he knew 
She looked and smiled as others do? 
Her hands were joined, and from each wrist 
By threads of pearl and golden twist 
Hung relics of the saints of yore, 

And scraps of talismanic lore,— 
Charms for the old, the sick, the frail, 
Some made for use, and all for sale. 

On either side, the crowd withdrew, 

T'o let the Saint pass proudly through, 
While turbaned heads, of every hue, 
Green, white, and crimson, bowed around, 
And gay tiaras touched the ground,— 
As tulip-bells, when o’er their beds 

The musk-wind passes, bend their heaus. 
Nay, some there were, among the crowd 
Of Moslem heads that round her bowed, 
So filled with zeal, by many a draught 
Of Shiraz wine profanely quaffed, 

That, sinking low in reverence then, 
They never rose till morn again. 


There are yet two more of these unfinished sketches, one- 
of which extends to a much greater length than I was aware 
of; and, as far as Î can judge from a hasty renewal of my 
acquaintance with it, it is not incapable of being yet turnec 


to account. 
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In only one of these unfinished sketches, the tale of The 
Pers Daughter, had I yet ventured to invoke that most 
homefelt of all my inspirations, which has lent to the story of 
The Kire-worshippers its main attraction and interest. That 
+ was my intention, in the concealed Prince of Ormuz, to 
shadow out some impersonation of this feeling, I take for 
granted from the prophetic words supposed to be addressed 
to hun by his aged guardian :— 


Bright child of destiny ! eveu 

I read the promise on that brow, 
That tyrants shall no more defile 
The glories of the Green-Sea Isle, 
But Ormuz shall again be free, 
And hail her native Lord in thee ! 


In none of the other fragments do I find any trace of tms 
sort of feeling, either in the subject or the personages of the 
intended story; and this was the reason, doubtless, though 
hardly known, at the time, to myself, that, fnding my subjects 
so slow in kindling my own sympathies, I began to despair 
of their ever touching the hearts of others: and felt often 


inclined to say, 


& O no, I have no voice or hand 
For such a song, in such a land.” 


Had this series of disheartening experiments been carried 
on muck further, I must have thrown aside the work in 


despair. But, at last, fortunately, as it proved, the thought 


occurred to me of founding a story on the fierce struggle sc 


ol 
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Jong mainta ned between the Ghebers,® or ancient Fire-wor- 
shippers of Persia, and their haughty Moslem masters. From 
that moment, a new and deep interest in my whole task took 
possession of me. The cause of tolerance was agam my 
- inspiring theme ; and the spirit that had spoken in the melo- 
dies of Ireland soon found itself at home in the East. 

 Having thus laid open the secrets of the workshop to 
account for the time expended in writing this work, I must 
also, in justice to my own industry, notice the pains I took 
in long and laboriously reading for it. To form a store- 
house, as it were, of illustration purely Oriental, and so 
familiarize myself with its various treasures, that, as quick as 
Fancy required the aid of fact, in her spiritimgs, the memory 
was ready, like another Ariel, at her “strong bidding,”? to 
furnish materials for the spell-work,—such was, for a long 
while, the sole object of my studies ; and whatever time and 
trouble this preparatory process may have cost me, the effects 
resulting from it, as far as the humble merit of truthfulness is 
concerned, have been such as to repay me more than sufh- 
ciently for my pains. I have not forgotten how great was my 
pleasure, when told by the late Sir James Mackintosh, that he 
s, the historian of British 


was once asked by Colonel W 
India, whether it was true that Moore had never been in the 
East.” «Never, answered Mackintosh. « Well,. that 

2 Voltaire, in his tragedy of « Les Guèbres,” written with a similar under 
eurrent of meaning, was accused of having transformed his Fire-worshippers 


into Jansenists :—« Quelques figuristes,” he says, « prétendent que les Guèbres 


sont les Jansenistes” 
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shows me,” replied Colonel W s, ‘that readins ovet 


D'Herbelot is as good as riding on the back of a camel,?? 

I need hardly subjoin to this lively speech, that although 
D’Herbelot’s valuable work was, of course, one of my ma- 
nuals, I took the whole range of all such Oriental reading as 
was accessible to me; and became, for the time, indeed, far 
more conversant with all relating to that distant region, than J: 
have ever been with the scenery, productions, or modes of life 
of any of those countries lying most within my reach. We 
know that D’Anville, though never in his life out of Paris, 
was able to correct a number of errors in a plan of the Troad 
taken by De Choiseul, on the spot; and, for my own very 
different, as well as far inferior, purposes, the knowledge TI 
had thus acquired of distant localities, seen only by me in my 
day-dreams, was no less ready and useful. 

An ample reward for all this painstaking has been found 
in such welcome tributes as I have just now cited; nor can I 
deny myself the gratification of citing a few more of the same 
description. From another distinguished authority on Eastern | 
subjects, the late Sir John Malcolm, I haë myself the pleasure 


of hearing a similar opinion publicly expressed ;—that eminent 


_person, in a speech spoken by him at a Literary Fund Dinner, 


having remarked, that together with those qualities of the poet 


which he much too partially assigned to me, was combined 


also «the truth of the historian.?? 


Sir William Ouseley another high authority, in giving his 


sestimony to the same effect, thus notices an exception to the 
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general aceuracy for which he gives me credit :— Dazzled by 
the beauties of this composition, few readers can perceive, 
and none surely can regret, that the poet, in his magnificent 
catastrophe, has forgotten, or boldly and most happily violatec, 
the precept of Zoroaster, above noticed, which held it impious 
to consume any portion of a human body by fire, especially by 
that which glowed upon their altars.” Having long lost, I fear, 
most of my Eastern learning, I can only cite, in defence of my 
catastrophe, an old Oriental tradition, which relates, that Nim- 
rod, when Abraham refused, at his command, to worship the 


fire, ordered him to be thrown into the midst of the flames.? 


À precedent so ancient for this sort of use of the worshipped 


element, would appear, for all purposes at least of poetry, 
fully sufficient. | 

_ In addition to these agreeable testimonies, I have also 
heard, and need hardly add, with some pride and pleasure, 
that parts of this work have been rendered into Persian, and 
have found their way to Ispahan. To this fact, as I am 


willing to think it, allusion is made in some lively verses, 


“written many years since, by my friend, Mr. Luttrell :— 


&T'm told, dear Moore, your lays are sung, 
(Can it be true, you lucky man?) 
By moonlight, in the Persian tongue, 
Along the streets of Ispahan.” 


__« The Fire-worshippers. 
b Tradunt autem Hebræi hanc fabulam quod-Abraham in ignem missus #4 


juia ignem adorare noluit.—Sr. Hi£rox, in quest. in Genesim. 
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That some knowledge of the work may have really reached 
that region, appears not improbable from a passage in'etée 
Travels of Mr. Frazer, who says, that “being delayed for 
some time at a town on the shores of the Caspian, he was 
‘ucky enough to be able to amuse himself with a copy of 
Lalla Rookh, which a Persian had lent him.” 

Of the description of Balbec, in “ Paradise änd the Peri,” 
Mr. Carne, in his Letters from the East, thus speaks: «The 
description in Lalla Rookh of the plain and its ruins js 
exquisitely faithful. ‘The minaret is on the declivity near at 
hand, and there wanted only the muezzin’s cry to break 
the silence.” 

I shall now tax my readers patience with but one more 
of these generous vouchers. Whatever of vanity there may 
be in citmg such tributes, they show, at least, of what great 
value, even in poetry, is that prosaic quality, industry; 
since, as the reader of the foregoing pages is now fully ap- 
prized, it was in a slow and laborious collection ‘of smah 
facts, that the first foundations of this fanciful Romance 
were laid. 

The friendly testimony I have just referred to, appeared, 
some years since, in the form in which [ now give it, and, 


if I recollect right, in the Athenæum :— 


«I embrace this opportunity of bearing my individual 
testimony (if it be of any value) to the extraordinary accuracÿ | 


of Mr. Moore, in lus topographical, antiquarian, and charac | 


+ he 
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eristic details, whether of costume, manners, or less-changing 
monuments, both in his Lalla Rookh and in the Epicurean. 
It has been my fortune to read his Atlantic, Bermudean, ana 
American Odes and Epistles, in the countries and among the 
people to which and to whom they related ; 1 enjoyed also 
the exquisite delight of reading his Lalla Rookh, in Persia 
itself; and I have perused the Epicurean, while all my recol- 
lections of Egypt and its still existing wonders are as fresh as 
when I quitted the banks of the Nile for Arabia ;—I owe it, 
therefore, as à debt of gratitude, (though the payment is 1nost 
inadequate,) for the great pleasure I have derived from his 
productions, to bear my humble testimony to their local 
fidelit y. JS rB:2 


Among the incidents connected with this work, I must 


not onit to notice the splendid Divertissement, founded upon 


_it, which was acted at the Château Royal of Berlin, during 


the visit of the Grand Duke Nicholas to that capital, in the 
year 1822. The different stories composing the work were 
represented in Tableaux Vivans and songs; and among the 
crowd of royal and noble personages engaged in the per- 
formances, I shall mention those only who represented the 
principal characters, and whom I find thus enumerated in the 


published account of the Divertissement. 


+ Lalla Roûkh, Divertissement mêlé de Chants et de Danses, Berlin, 1822 
The work contains a series of coloured engiavings, representing cute pre 
cessions, &c., in different Oriental costumes, 
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-K Fadlaüin, Grand-Nasir, . « + Comte Haack, (Maréchal de Cour.) 
Aliris, Roi de Bucharie, . +. S. A. I. Le Grand Duc. 
Lallah Roûkh, : . . + ._ S..4,1*La Grand Duchesse. 


Aurungzeb, le Grand Mogol, . S..A. R. Le Prince Guillaume, frère du Rs 
Abdallah, Père d’Aliris, . . + S..A.R. Le Duc de Cumberland. 
La Reine, sn épouse, . . . SA. R. La Princesse Louise Radzwill” 


Besides these and other leading personages, there were 
also brought into action, under the various denominations 
of Seigneurs et Dames de Bucharie, Dames de Cachemire, 
Seigneurs et Dames dansans à la Fête des Roses, &c., nearly 
one hundred and fifty persons. 

Of the manner and style in which the Tableaux of the 
different stories are described in the work from which I cite, 
the following account of the performance of Paradise and the | 
Peri will afford some specimen:— 

«La décoration représentoit les portes brillantes du 
Paradis, entourées de nuages. Dans le premier tableau on 
voyoit la Péri, triste et desolée, couchée sur le seuil des portes 
fermées, et l’Ange de lumière qui lui adresse des consolations 
et des conseils, Le second représente le moment, où la Peri, 
dans l'espoir que ce don lui ouvrira l’entrée du Paradis 
recueille le dernière goutte de sang que vient de verser le 


jeune guerrier Indiens 


« La Péri et l'Ange de lumière répondoïent pleinement à 
‘image et à l’idée qu’on est tenté de se faire de ces deux 
individus, et l’impression qu’a faite généralement la suite des 


tableaux de cet épisode délicat et intéressant est loin. de 


s’effacer de notre souvenir.?? 
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In this grand Fête it appears, originated the translation 
of Lalla Rookh into German verse, by the Baron de la Motte 
; Fouqué ; and the circumstances which led him to undertake 
the task, are described by himself, in a Dedicatory Poem to 
_ the Empress of Russia, which he has prefixed to his transla- 
tion. As soon as the performance, he tells us, had ended, 
Lalla Rookh (the Embpress herself) exclaimed, with a sigh, 
“Is it, then, all over? are we now at the close of all that has 
given us so much delight? and lives there no poet who will 
impart to others, and to future times, some notion of the 
happiness we have enjoyed this evening?” On hearing this 
appeal, the Knight of Cashmere (who is no other than the 
poetical Baron himself) comes forward and promises to 
attempt to present to the world “the Poem itself in the 
measure of the original :’’—whereupon Lalla Rookh, it 1 


alded, approvingly smiled. 


LALLA ROOKH. 


3x the eleventh year of the reign of Aurungzebe, Abdalla, 
K 1 of the Lesser Bucharia, a lineal descendant from the 
Great Zingis, having abdicated the throne in favour of his son, 
set out on à pilgrimage to the Shrine of the Prophet; and, ! 
passing into India through the delightful valley of Cashmere, 
rested for a short time at Delhi on his way. He was enter 
taned by Aurungzebe in a style of magnificent hospitality, 
worthy alike of the visiter and the host, and was afterwards 
escorted with the same splendour to Surat, where he embarked 
for Arabia.“ During the stay of the Royal Pilgrim at Delhi, a 
marriage wes agreed upon between the Prince, his son, and 
the youngest daughter of the Emperor, Lazca Rookn ;"—a 


Princess described by the poets of her time as more beautiful 


« These particulars of the visit of the King of Bucharie to Aurungzebe are 
bund in Dow’s History of Hindostan, vol. iii. p. 392. 
b Tulip cheek. 
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than Leïla,* Shirine,' Dewildé;° or any of those heroines whose 
names and loves embellish the songs of Persia and Hindostan. 
[It was intended that the nuptials should be celebrated at 
Cashmere ; where the young King, as soon as the cares of 
empire would permit, was to meet, for the first time, his lovely 
bnde, and, after a few months’ repose in that enchantmg 


valley, conduct her over the snowy hills into Bucharia 


The day of Lara Rookæs departure from Delhi was as 


_splendid as sunshine and pageantry could make it. The 


*< 


bazaars and baths were all covered with the richest tapestry, 


hundreds of gilded barges upon the Jumna floated with their | 


banners shinmg in the water; while through the streets groups 
of beautiful children went strewing the most delicious flowers 
around, as in that Persian festival called the Scattering of the 
Roses 5 till every part of the city was as fragrant as 1f à 
caravan of musk from Khoten had passed through it. The 
Princess, having taken leave of her kind father, who at parting 
hung a cornelian of Yemen round her neck, on which was 


inscribed a verse from the Koran, and having sent a consider- 


‘able present to the Fakirs, who kept up the Perpetual Lamp 


in her sister’s tomb, meekly ascended the palankeen prepared 


2 The mistress of Mejnoun, upon whose story so many Romances in all the 
languages of the East are founded. 


- b For the loves of this celebrated beauty with Khosrou and with Ferhad, see 


D'Herbelot, Gibbon, Oriental Collections, &c. 


c«'l'he history of the loves of Dewildé and Chizer, the son of the Emperoi 
Alla, is written in an elegant poem, by the noble Chusero.’—Ferishta. 
* & Gul Reazee. ee 
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‘or her; and, while Aurungzebe stood to take a last look from 
his balcony, the procession moved slowly on the road ta 
Lahore. 


Seldom had the Eastern world seen a cavalcade so superb. 
From the gardens in the suburbs to the Imperial palace, it 
was one unbroken line of splendour. The gallant appearance 
of the Rajahs and Mogul lords, distinguished by those insignia 
of the Emperor’s favour,* the feathers of the egret of Cash- 
mere, in their turbans, and the small silver-rimmed kettle-drums 
at the bows of their saddles ;—the costly armour of their cava- 
liers, who vied, on this occasion, with the guards of the great 
Keder Khan,’ in the brightness of their silver battle-axes and 
the massiness of their maces of gold ;—the glittering of the gilt 


pine-apples° on the tops of the palankeens ;—the embroïdered 


«One mark of honour or knighthood bestowed by the Emperor is the 
permission to wear a small kettle-drum at the bows of their saddles, which at 
Srst was invented for the training of hawks, and to call them to the lure, and is 
worn in the field by all sportsmen to that end.”—F ryer’s Travels. 

«'Those on whom the King has conferred the privilege must wear an orna- 
ment of jewels on the right side of the turban, surmounted by a high plume of 
the feathers of a kind of egret. T'his bird is found only in Cashmere, and the 
feathers are carefully collected for the King, who bestows them on his nobles”— 
Elphinstone’s Account of Caubul. 

b « Khedar. Khan, the Khakan, or King of T'urquestan beyond the Gihon, 
(at the end of the eleventh century,) whenever he appeared abroad, was pre- 
geded by seven hundred horsemen with silver battle-axes, and was followed by at 
equal number bearing maces of gold. He was a great patron of poetry, and it 
was he who used to preside at public exercises of genius, with four basins of 
gold and, silver by him to distribute among the poets who excelled.”—Richards 
son’s Dissertation prefixed.to his Dictionary. ù 

e «The kubdeh, a large golden knob, generally in the shape of a pine-açple, 
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trappings of the elephants, bearing on their backs small turrets, 
in the shape of little antique temples, within which the Ladies 
of Lazza Rookx lay as it were enshrined ;—the rose-coloured 

veils of the Princess’s own sumptuous litter,* at «he front of 
| which a fair young female slave sat fanning her through 
the curtains, with feathers of the Argus pheasant’s Wing ;'— 
and the lovely troop of Tartarian and Cashmerian maïds of 
honour, whom the young King had sent to accompany his 
bride, and who rode on each side of the litter, upon small 
 Arabian horses ;—all was brilliant, tasteful, and magnificent, 
and pleased even the critical and fastidious FADLADEEN, 
Great Nazir or Chamberlain of the Haram, who was borne 
in his palankeen immediately after the Princess, and cor 
sidered himself not the least important personage of the 


pageant. 


FADLADEEN was a judge of every thing,-—from the pencil- 


ling of a Circassian’s eyelids to the deepest questions of 


. on the top of the canopy over the litter or palanquin.”—Scotf”s Notes on the 
Bahardanush. 

a In the Poem of Zohair, in the Moallakat, there is the following lively 1e 
scription of “a company of maidens seated on camels.” 

“'They are mounted in carriages covered with costly awnings, and with 
rose-coloured veils, the linings of which have the hue of crimson Andem:- 
wood. 

« When they ascend from the bosom of the vale, they sit forward on the 
saddle-cloth, with every mark of a voluptuous gayety. 

“ Now, when they have reached the brink of yon blue-gushing rivulet, they 
fix the poles of their tents like the Arab with a settled mansion” k 

bSee Bernier’s description of the attendants on Rauchanara-Begum, in ben 
progress to Cashmere. : 
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science an literature ; from the mixture of a conserve of rose- 


leaves to the composition of an epic poem : and such influence | 


had his opinion upon the various tastes of the day, that all 
_the cooks and poets of Delhi stood in awe of him. His 
political conduct and opinions were founded upon that line 
of Sadi,—- Should the Prince at noonday say, It is night, 
 declare that you behold the moon and stars.”’—And his zeal 
for religion, of which Aurungzebe was a magnificent pro- 
tector,* was about as disinterested as that of the goldsmith 
. who fell in love with the diamond eyes of the idol of 


Jaghernaut.° 


During the first days of their journey, Lara Rookx, 


who had passed all her life within the shadow of the Royal 
Gardens of Delhi.° fo ind enough in the beauty of the scenery 


2 This hypocritical I:mperor would have made a worthy associate of certan, 
Holy Leagues.—« He held the cloak of religion (says Dow) between his actions 
and the vulgar; and impiously thanked the Divinity for a success which he owed 
to his own wickedness. When he was murdering and persecuting his brothers 
and their families, he was building a magnificent mosque at Delhi, as an offer- 
ing to God for his assistance to him in the civil wars. He acted as high priest 
at the consecration of this temple; and made a practice of attending divine 
service there, in the humble dress of a Fakeer. But when he lifted one hand 
to the Divinity, he, with the other, signed warrants for the assassination of his 
relations.” — History of Hindostan, vol. üïi. p. 335. See also the curious letter 
sf Aurungzebe, given in the Oriental Collections, vol. 1. p. 320. 


b «The idol at Jaghernat has two fine diamonds for eyes No goldsmith is. 


suffered to enter the Pagoda, one having stole one of these eyes, being locked 
up all night with the idol.— Tavernier. 

e See a description of these royal Gardens in «An account of the present 
State of Delhi by Lieutenant W. Franklin”’—/siat. Research. vol. iv. © 
417. 
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through which they passed to interest her mind, and delight 
her imagination ; and when at evening, or in the heat of the 
day, they turned off from the high road to those retired and 
romantic places which had been selected for her encamp- 
ments. sometimes on the banks of a small rivulet, as clear 
as the waters of the Lake of Pearl;* sometimes under the 
sacred shade of a Banyan tree, from which the view opened 
upon a glade covered with antelopes ; and often in those 
hidden, embowered spots, described by one from the Isles 
of the West,’ as places of melancholy, delight, and safety, 
«here all the company around was wild peacocks and turtle- 
doves ;—she felt a charm in these scenes, so lovely and so 
aew to her, which, for a time, made her indifferent to every 
other amusement. But Larza RookH was young, and the 
soung love variety; nor could the conversation of her Ladies 
and the Great Chamberlain FADLADEEN, (the only persons, 
sf course, admitted to her Davilion:) sufficiently enliven those 
many vacant hours, which were devoted neither to the 
pillow nor the palankeen. There was a little Persian slave 
who sung sweetly to the Vina, and who, now and then, 


lulled the Princess to sleep with the ancient ditties of her 


a «In the neïghbourhood is Notte Gill, o1 the Lake of Pearl, which receives 
this name from its pellucid water.’—Pennant’s Hindostan. 

&Nasir Jung, encamped in the vicinity of the Lake of Tonoor, amused 
himself with saïling on that clear and beautiful water, and gave it the fancitul 
name of Motee T'alah, éthe Lake of Pearls’ which it still retains.”— Walks's . 
Bouth of India. 

s Sir Thomas Roe, Ambassador from James I. to Jehanguure. 


LALLA ROOKH. 35 


country, about the loves of Wamak and Ezra,' the far- 
haired Zal änd his mistress Rodahver,” not forgetting the 
combat of Rustam with the terrible White Demon.° At 
other times she was amused by those graceful dancing-girls 
of Delhi, who had been permitted by the Bramins of the 
Great Pagoda to attend her, much to the horror of the goou 
Mussulman FADLADEEN, who could see nothing graceful or 


agreeable in idolaters, and to whom the very tinkling of their 


golden anklets ® was an abomination. 


a «The romance Wemakweazra, written in Persian verse, which contains 

the loves of Wamak and Ezra, two celebrated lovers who lived before the time 
. of Mahomet.— Note on the Oriental Tales. 

b Their amour is recounted in the Shah-Naméh of Ferdousi; and there is 
much beauty in the passage which describes the slaves of Rodahver sitting on 
the bank of the river and throwing flowers into the stream, in order to draw 
the attention of the young Hero who is encamped on the opposite side.—See 
Champion’s translation. 

c Rustam is the Hercules of the Persians. For the particulars of his vie 
tory over the Sepeed Deeve, or White Demon, see Oriental Collections, vol. in 
p. 45.—Near the city of Shirauz is an immense quadrangular monument, » 
£gommemoration of this combat, called the Kelaat-i-Deev Sepeed, or Castle 
-of the White Giant, which Father Angelo, in his Gazophilacium Persicum, 
p. 127, declares to have been the most memorable monument of antiquity 
which he had seen in Persia.—See Ouseley’s Persian Miscellanies 

d «The women of the Idol, or dancing-girls of the Pagoda, have little 
golden bells, fastened to their feet, the soft, harmonious tinkling of which 
vibrates in unison with the exquisite melody of their voices—Maurice’s 
Indian Antiquities. 

. The Arabian courtesans, like the Indian women, have little golden bells 
fastened round their legs, neck, and elbows, to the sound of which they 
dance before the King. The Arabian princesses wear golden rings on their 
fingers, to which little bells are suspended, as well as in the flowing tresses 

- of their hair, that their superior rank may be known, and they themselves 
receive in passing the homage due to them”—See Calme’s Dictionarv 
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But these and many other diversions were repeated til 
they lost all their charm, and the nights and noondays were 
beginning to move heavily, when, at length, it was recol- 
lected that, among the attendants sent by the bridegroom, 
was a young poet of Cashmere, much celebrated throughout 
the Valley for his manner of reciting the Stories of the East, 
on whom his Royal Master had conferred the privilege of 
being admitted to the pavilion of the Princess, that he might 
help to beguile the tediousness of the journey, by some 


of his most agreeable recitals. At the mention of a poet, 


Fapcavgex elevated his critical eyebrows, and, having re- - . 


freshed his faculties with a dose of that delicious opium*. 
which is distilled from the black poppy of the Thebais, gave 
orders for the minstrel to be forthwith introduced into the 


presence. 


The Princess, who had once in her life seen a poet 
from behind the screens of gauze in her Father’s hall, and 
had conceived from that specimen no very favourable ideas 
of the Caste, expected but little in this new exhibition to 
interest her ;—she felt inclined, however, to alter her opinion 
on the very first appearance of Feramorz. He was a youth 
about Lazza Rookxs own age, and graceful as that idol 


-of women, Crishna,—such as he appears to their young 


« Abou-Tige, ville de la Thebaïde, où il croit beaucoup de Pins noir, 
dont se fait le meilleur opium.”—1) Herbelot, 


- b The Indian Apollo.—« He and the three Rämas are described as youths 


1 
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imaginations, heroic, beautiful, breathing music from hi 
very eyes, and exalting the religion of his worshippers intc 
love. His dress was simple, yet not without some mark: 
of costliness ; and the Ladies of the Princess were not long 
m discovering that the cloth, which encircled his high Tar- 
tarian cap, was of the most delicate kind that the shawi- goats : 
of Tibet supply.® Here and there, too, over his vest, which 
was confined by a flowered girdle of Kashan, hung strings 
of fine pearl, disposed with an air of studied negligence ;— 
nor did the exquisite embroidery of his santals escape 
the observation of these fair critics ; who, however they 
might give way to FADLADEEN upon the unimportant topics 
of religion and government, had the spirit of martyrs ix 
every thing relating to such momentous matters as jeweiz 


and embroidery. 


For the purpose of reheving the Bauses of recitation by 
music, the young Cashmerian held in his hand a kitar — 
Such as, in old times, the Arab maids of the West used 
to listen to by moonlight in the gardens of the Alhambra— 
and, having premised, with much humility, that the story 


he was about to relate was founded on the adventures of 


of perfect beauty; and the princesses of Hindustén were all passionately in love 
with Crishna, who continues to this hour the darling (ïod of the Indiar 
__women.”—Sir W. Jones, on the Gods of Greece, Italy, and India. ; 

* See Turner’s Embassy for a description of this animal, “the most beautift: 
among the whole tribe of goats” The material for the shawls (which is car 
_ ried to Cashmere) is found next tho skin. 
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that Veiled Prophet of Khorassan,* who, in the year of the 
Hegira 163, created such alarm throughout the Eastern Em- 


pire, made an obeisance to the Princess, and thus began. 


a For the real history of this Impostor, whose original name was Hakem 
ben Haschem, and who was called Mocanna from the veil of silver gauxe (er, 
ws others say, golden) which he always wore, see D’Herbelot 


THE 


VEILED PROPHET OF KHORASSAN: 


In that delightful Province cf the Sun, 

The first of Persian lands he shines upon, 
Where all the loveliest children of his beam, 
Flowerets and fruits, blush over every stream, ? 
And, fairest of all streams, the Murea roves 
Among Merov’s° bright palaces and groves = 
There on tha‘ throne, to which the blind belief 
Of millions raised him, sat the Prophet-Chief, 
The Great Mokanna.  O’er his features hung 
The Veil, the Silver Veil, which he had flurg 
In mercy there, to hide from mortal sight 

His dazzling brow, till man could bear its light. 
For, far less luminous, his votaries said, 


Were ev’n the gleams, miraculously shed 


* Khorassan signifies, in the old Persian language, Province or Region of 
the Sun.—%r W. Jones. 

«The fruits of Meru are finer than those of any other place; and one 
cannot see in any other city such palaces, with groves, and streams, and 
. gardens”—Æbn Hauka?s Geography. 

+ One of the royal cities of Khorassan. 
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O’er Mouss4’s * check,’ when down the Mourt he trod, 


All glowing from the presence of his God! 


On either side, with ready hearts and hands, 
His chosen guard of bold Believers stands ; 
Young fire-eyed disputants, who deem their swords, 
On points of faith, more eloquent than words ; 
And such their zeal, there’s not a youth with brand 
Uplifted there, but, at the Cluef?s command, 
Would make his own devoted heart its sheath, 
And bless the lips that doomed so dear a death! 
In hatred to the Caliph’s hue of night,° 
Their vesture, helms and all, is snowy white, 
Their weapons various—some equipped, for speeu, 
With javelins of the light Kathaïan reed ; * 
Or bows of buffalo-horn and shining quivers 


Filled with the stems* that bloom on Iraw”’s rivr's ;° 


“Moses. 

b « Ses disciples assuroient qu’il se couvroit le visage, pour ne pas ettouir 
ceux qui l’approchoïent par l'éclat de son visage comme Moyse.”’— D’ Herbelot. 

€ Black was the colour adopted by the Caliphs of the House of Abbas, in 
their garments, turbans, and standards.—«]l faut remarquer ici touchant les- 
habits blancs des disciples de Hakem, que la couleur des habits, des côeffures et 
des étendarts des Khalifes Abassides étant la noire, ce chef de Rebelles ne pou 
voit pas choisir u”} qui lui fût plus opposee.— D’ Herbelot. 


4 & Our dark javelins, exquisitely wrought of Khathaian reeds, slender and 
delicate.’—Poem of Amru. 


e Pichula, used anciently for arrows by the Persians. 

f The Persians call this plant Gaz. The celebrated shaft of Isfendiar, one 
of their ancient heroes, was made of it.—« Nothing can be mo e beautiful than: 
; the appearance of this vlant in flower during the 1aïns on the banks of rives, 
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: While some, for war’s more terrible attacks, 
Wield the huge mace and ponderous battle-axe ; 
And as they wave aloft in morning’s beam 

The milk-white plumage of their helns, they seem 
Like a chenar-tree grove* when winter throws 


O’er all its tufted heads his feathering snows. 


Between the porphyry pillars, that uphold 
The rich moresque-work of the roof of gold, 
Aloft the Haram’s curtained galleries rise, 
Where through the silken network, glancing eyes, 
From time to time, like sudden gleams that glow 
Through autumn clouds, shine o?er the pomp below.— 
What impious tongue, ye blushing saints, would dare 
To hint that aught but Heaven hath placed you there ? 
Or that the loves of this light world could bmd, 
In their gross chain, your Prophets soaring mind ? 
No—wrongfu: thought !—commissioned from above 
To people Eden’s bowers with shapes of love, 
(Creatures so bright, that the same lips and eyes 
They wear on earth will serve in Paradise,) 
There to recline among Heaven’s native maids, 


And crown th Elect with bliss that never fades— 


where it is usually interwoven with a lovely twining asclepias.”—Sir W. Jones, 
Botanical Observations on Select [Indian Plants. CE i 
a Thé oriental plane. «The chenar is a delightfuu tree ; its bolo is of a fine 
white and smooth bark; and its foliage, which grows in a tuft at the summit . 
- of a bright green.”—Morier’s Travels. 
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Well hath the Prophet-Chief his bidding done ; 
And every beauteous race beneath the sun, 

From those who kneeï at Branma4’s burning founts,* 
To the fresh nymphs bounding o’er YEMEN’s mounts ; 
From Persr4’s eyes of full and fawn-like ray, 

To the small, half-shut glances of KarHay :° 


And Grorera’s bloom, and AzaB’s darker smiles, 


And the gold ringlets of the Western [sles ; 


All, all are there ;—each Land its flower hath given, 


Lo form that fair young Nursery for Heaven! 


But why this pageant now? this armed array ? 
What triumph crowds the rich Divan to-day 
Witk turbaned heads, of every hue and race, 
Bowing before that veiled and awful face, 

Like tulip-beds,° of different shape and dyes, 
Bending beneath th? invisible West-wind’s sighs 


What new-made mystery now, for Faith to sign, 


__- And blood to seal, as genuine and divine, 


> 


What dazzling mimicry of God’s own power 
Hath the bold Prophet planned to grace this hour ? 


= a The burning fountains of Brahma near Chittogong, esteemed as holy.- 
Turner. 

b China. 

e «The name of tulip is said to be of Turkish extraction, and given to the 
flower on account of its resembling a turban/’—Beckmann’s History of In 
ventions. ! 
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Not such the pageant now, though not less proud ; 
Yon warrior youth, advancing from the crowc, . 
With silver bow, with belt of broidered crape, 
And fur-bound bonnet of Bucharian shape," 
So fiercely beautiful in form and eye, 
Like war’s wild planet in a summer sky ; 
That youth to day, —a proselyte, worth hordes 
Of cooler spirits and less practised swords,— 
Is come to join, all bravery and belief, 
The creed and standard of the heaven-sent Chief, 
Though few his years, the West already knows 
Young Azrm’s fame ;—beyond th” Olympian snows, 
“re manhood darkened o’er his downy cheek, 
O’erwhelmed in fight and captive to the Greek,” 
He lingered there, till peace dissolved his chaïns ; — 
O, who couid, even in bondage, tread the plains 
Of glorious Greece, nor feel his spirit rise 
Kindling within him? who, with heart and eyes, 
Could walk where Liberty had been, nor see 
The shining footprints of her Deity, 
Nor feel those godlike breathings in the aïr, | 
Which mutely told her spirit had been there ? : 
2 «The inhabitants of Bucharia wear a round cloth bonnet, shaped much 
after the Polish fashion, having a large fur border. They tie their kaftans about 
the middle with a girdle of a kind of silk crape, several times round the body— 


Account of Independent Turtary, in Pinkertonw’s Collection. 
b In the war of the Caliph Makadi against the Emperor Irene, for an account 


- af which vide Gibhon, vol. x. 


4 LALLA ROOKH. 


—— —— ————__—_—_._—_————/-——.— —…" —…" …"….… _ _ _ .——…— -  — — cum ss 


Not he, that youthful warrior,—no, too well 

For his soul’s quiet worked the awakening spell ; 
And now, returning to his own dear land, 

Full of those dreams of good that, vainly grand, 
Haunt the young heart,—proud views of human. k:°, 
Of men to Gods exalted and refined,— 

False views, like that horizon”’s fair deceit, 

Where earth and heaven but seem, alas, to meet! 
Soon as he heard an Arm Divine was raised 

To right the nations, and beheld, emblazed 

On the white flag Moxanxa?s host unfurled, 

Those words of sunshine, « Freedom to the World, ?? 
At once his faith, his sword, his soul obeyed 

Th? inspirmg summons; every chosen blade 

That fought beneath that banner’s sacred text 
Seemed doubly edged, for this world and the next: 
And ne’er did Faith with her smooth bandage bind 
Eyes more devoutly willing to be blind, 

In virtue’s cause ;—never was soul inspired 

With livelier trust in what it most desired, 

Than his, th enthusiast there, who kneeling, pale 
Witb pious awe, before that Silver Veil, 


_ Believes the form, to which he bends his knee, 


Some pure, redeeming angel, sent to free 
This fettered world from every bond and staiu, 


Aod bring 1ts primal glories back again! 
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Low as young Azim knelt, that motley crowd 
Of all earth?s nations sunk the knee and bowed, 
With shouts of «ALLa !”” echoing long and loud ; 
While high in air, above the Prophet’s head, 
Hundreds of banners, to the sunbeam spread, 
Waved, like the wings of the white birds that fan 
The flying throne of star-taught SoLrman.* 
Then thus he spoke :—« Stranger, though new the frame 
‘Thy soul inhabits now, l’ve tracked its flame 
« For many an age," in every chance and change 
66 Of that existence, through whose varied range, — 
« As through a torch-race, where, from hand to band, 
« The flying youths transmit their shining brand,— 
« From frame to frame the unextinguished soul 


« Rapidly passes, till it reach the goal! 


& Nor think ’tis only the gross Spirits, warmed 


« With duskier fire and for earth’s medium formed, 


45 : 


a This wonderful Throne was called The Star of the Genü. For a full de 


scription of it, see the Fragment, translated by Captain Franglin, from a Persian 


MS. entitled « The History of Jerusalem,” Oriental Colle:tions, *: . . p 235.— 
When Soliman travelled, the Eastern swriters say, “He had a carpet of green 
eilk on which his throne was placed, being of a prodigious length and breadth, 
. and sufficient for all his forces to stand upon, the men placing themselves on his 


- right hand, and the spirits on his left; and that when all were in order, the 
wind, at his command, took up the carpet, and transported 1t, with all that were 
upon it, wherever he pleased; the army of birds at the same time flying over 
their heads, and forming a kind of canopy to shade them from the sun.”—Sulg's 


Korar, vol. ii. p. 214, note. 


 b The transmigration of souls was one of his doctrines. Vide D'Herbelot, 
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te Ttat run this course ;—Beings, the most divine, 

6 Thus deign through dark mortality to shine. 
« Such was the Essence that in Apam dwelt, 

«To which all Heaven, except the Proud One, knelt :* 
« Such the refined Intelligence that glowed 

“In Mouss4’s * frame, —and, thence descending, flowed 
‘Through many a Prophet’s breast ; —in Issa* shone, 
& And in Monammep burned; till, hastening on, 

. (As a bright river, that from fall to fall 

“In many a maze descending, bright through all, 

«€ Finds some fair region where, each labyrinth past, 

« In one full lake of light it rests at last,) 

“€ That Holy Spirit, settling calm and free 


« From lapse or shadow, centres all in me!” 


Again, throughout th’ assembly, at these words, 
Thousands of voices rung: the warriors’ swords 
Were pointed up to heaven: a sudden wind 


In th” open banners played, and from behind 


&« And when we saïd unto the angels, Worship UE they all worshipped 
bim except Ebhis, (Lacifer,) who refused.” The Koran, chap. ii. 

b Moses. 

e This is according to D’Herbelot’s account of the doctrines of Mokanna :— 
«Sa doctrine étoit, que Dieu avoit pris une forme et figure humaine, depuis 
qu’il eut commandé aux Anges d’adorer Adam, le premier des hommes. 
Qu’après la mort d'Adam, Dieu étoit apparu sous la figure de plusieurs Pro- 
phètes, et autres grands hommes qu’il avoit choises, jusqu’à ce qu’il prit celle 
d'Abu Moslem, Prince de Khorassan, lequel professoit l'erreur de la Tenas- 
sukhiah cu Metempsychose; et qu'après la mort de ce Prince, la Divinité 
était passee, et descendue en sa personne.” 

d Jesus. 
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_Those Persian hangings, that but ill could screen 
The Haram’s loveliness, white hands were seen 
Waving embroidered scarves, whose motion gave 
À perfume forth—like those the Houris wave 


When beckoning to their bowers th? immortal Brave. 


« But these,” pursued the Chief, ‘are truths sublime, 
« That claim a holier mood and calmer time 
cc Than earth allows us now ;—this sword must first 
«The darkling prison-house of Mankind burst, 
« Ere Peace can visit them, or Truth let in 
c Her wakening daylight on a world of sin. 
« But then, —celestial warriors, then, when all 
« Earth?s shrines and thrones before our banner fall ; 
ce When the glad Slave shall at these feet lay dowu 
« His broken chain, the tyrant Lord his crown, 
«The Priest his book, the Conqueror his wreath, 
i And from the lips of Truth one mighty breath 
« Shall, like a whirlwind, scatter in its breeze 
ie That whole dark pile of human mockeries :— 
«Then shall the reign of mind commence on earth 
« And starting fresh as from a second birth, 
« Man, in the sunshine of the worlds new spring, 
« Shell walk transparent, like some holy thing! 
« Then, too, your Prophet from his angel brow 


& Shall cast the Veil that hides its splendours now, 
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« And gladdened Earth shall, through her wide expanse, 


«Bask in the glories of this countenance : 


« For thee, young warrior, welcome !—thou hast yet 
« Some tasks to learn, some frailties to forget, 
« Ere the white war-plume o?er thy brow can wave ;— 


« But, once my own, mine all till im the grave m2 


The pomp is at an end—the crowds are gune: 
Each ear and heart still haunted by the tone 
Of that deep voice, which thrilled like ALLA4?s own! 
The Young all dazzled by the plumes and lances, 
The glittering throne, and Haramw’s half-caught glan. 
The Old deep pondering on the promised reign 
Of peace and truth; and all the female train 
Ready to risk their eyes, could they but gaze 


À moment on that brow?’s miraculous blaze! 


But there was one, among the chosen maïds 
Who blushed behind the gallery’s silken shades, 
One, to whose soul the pageant of to-day 
Has been like death!—you saw her pale dismay, 
Ye wondering sisterhood, and heard the burst 
Of exclamation from her lips, when first 
She saw that youth, too well, too dearly known, 


Silently kneeling at the Prophet’s throne. 
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Ah Zezica! there was a time, when bliss 
Shone o’er thy heart from every look of his; 
When but to see him, hear him, breathe the air. 
In which he dwelt, was thy soul’s fondest prayer; 
When round him hung such a perpetual spell, 
Whate’er he did, none ever did so well. 

Too happy days! when, if he touched a flower 


Or gem of thine, ’twas sacred from that hour ; 


. When thou didst study him till every tone 


And gesture and dear look became thy own,— 
Thy voice like his, the changes of his face 

In thine reflected with still lovelier grace, 

Like echo, sending back sweet music, fraught 
With twice th? aerial sweetness it had brought! 
Yet now he comes, —brighter than even he 
E’er beamed before, —but, ah! not bright for thee, 
No—dread, unlooked for, like a visitant 

From th? other world, he comes as if to haunt 
Thy guilty soul with dreams of lost delight, 
Long lost to all but memory’s aching sight ;— 
Sad dreams! as when the Spirit of our Youth 
Returns in sleep, sparkling with all the truth 
And innocence once ours, and leads us bäck, 
In mournful mockery, o’er the shining track 
Of our young life, and points out every ray 


Of hope and peace we’ve lost upon the way 
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Once happy pair!—In proud BokHAR4’s groves, 
Who had not heard of their first youthful loves? 
Born by that ancient flood,* which from its Spring 
In the Dark Mountains swiftly wandering, 
Enriched by every pilgrim brook that shines 
With relies from Bucaria’s ruby mines, 

And, lending to the Caspran half 1ts strength, 
In the cold Lake of Eagles sinks at length ;— 
There, on the banks of that bright river born, 
The flowers, that hung above its wave at mon, 
Blessed not the waters, as they murmured by, 
With holier scent and lustre, than the sigh 
And virgin-glance of first affection cast 

Upon their vouth’s smooth current, as it passed! 
But war disturbed this vision, —far away 

From her fond eyes summoned to join th? array 
Of Persi4’s warriors on the hills of THRACE, 
The youth exchanged his sylvan dwelling-place 
For the rude tent and war-field’s deathful clash 
His Zerica’s sweet glances for the flash 

Of Grecian wild-fire, and Love’s gentle chains 


For bleeding pondage on ByzanrTium’s plains. 


Month after month, in widowhood of soul 
Droopng, the maiden saw two summers roll 
« The Amoo, which rises in the Belur Tag, or Dark Mountains, and run. 


mng nearly from east ta west, splits into two branches ; one of which falls mus 
‘he Caspian Sea, and the other into Aral Nabr, or the Lake of Eagles. 
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Their suns away—but, ah, how cold and dim 
Ev’n summer suns, when not beheld with him! 
From time to time ill-omened rumours came, 
Like spirit-tonguer, muttering the sick man’s name, 
Just ere he dies ;—at length those sounds of dread 
Fell withering on her soul, € Azrm is dead !”? 

O Grief, beyond all other griefs, when fate 

First leaves the young heart lone and desolate 

In the wide world, without that only tie 

For which it loved to live or feared to die ;— 
Lorn as the hung-up lute, that ne’er hath spoken 


Since the sad day its master-chord was broken! 


Fond maid, the sorrow of her soul was such, 
Ev’n reason sunk,—blighted beneath its touch; 
And though, ere long, her sanguine spirit rose 
Above the first dead pressure of its woes, 

Though health and bloom returned, the delicate che 
Of thought, once tangled, never cleared again. 
Warm, lively, soft as in youth’s happiest day, 

The mind was still all there, but turned astray ;-- 

A wandering bark, upon whose pathway shone 

All stars of heaven, except the guiding one! 

Again she smiled, nay, much and brightly smiled, 
But ’tivas a lustre, strange, unreal, wild ; 

And when she sung to her lute’s touching strain, 


"Twas like the notes, half ecstasy, half pain, 
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The bulbul* utters, ere her soul depart, 
When, vanquished by some minstrel’s powerful art, 


She dies upon the lute whose sweetness broke her heart! 


Such was the mood in which that mission found 
Young ZeLicA,—that mission, which around 
The Eastern world, in every region blessed 
With woman’s smile, sought out its loveliest, 
To grace that galaxy of lips and eyes 
 Which the Veïled Prophet destined for the skies ;— 
And such quick welcome as a spark receives 
Dropped on a bed of Autumn’s withered leaves, 
Did every tale of these enthusiasts find 
In the wild maiden’s sorrow-blighted mind. 
All fire at once the maddening zeal she caught ;— 
Elect of Paradise! blest, rapturous thought! 
Predestined bride, in heaven’s eternal dome, 
Of some brave youth—ha! durst they say ‘of some?” 
No—of the one, one only object, traced 
In her heart’s core too deep to be effaced ; 
The one whose memory, fresh as life, is twined 
With every broken link of her lost mind ; 
Whose image lives, though Reason’s self be wrecked, 


Safe ’mid the ruins of her intellect! 


a The nightingale. 
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Alas, poor Zezica! it needed al] 
The fantasy, which held thy mind in thrall, 
To see in that gay Haram’s glowing maids, 
À sainted colony for Eden’s shades ; 
Or dream that he, of whose unholy flame 
Thou wert too soon the victim,—shning came 
From Paradise, to people its pure sphere 
With souls like thine, which he hath ruined here! 
No—had not reasons light totally set, 
And left thee dark, thou hadst an amulet 
In the loved image, graven on thy heart, 
Which would have saved thee from the tempter’s art, 
And kept alive, in all its bloom of breath, 
That purity, whose fading is love’s death !— 
But lost, inflamed,—a restless zeal took place 
Of the mild virgin’s still and feminine grace ; 
First of the Prophet’s favourites, proudly first 
In zeal and charms,—too well th? Impostor nursed 
Her soul’s delirium, in whose active flame, 
Thus lighting up a young, luxuriant frame, 


He saw more potent sorceriés to bind 


“ 


Tc his dark yoke the spirits of mankind, 
More subtle chains than hellitself e’er tined. 
No art was spared, no witchery ;—all the skill 
His demons taught him was employed to fill 
Her mind with gloom and ecstasy by turns— 


That gloom, through which Frenzy but fiercer burns ; 
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That ecstasy, which from the depth of sadness 


Glares like the maniac’s moon, whose light is madness ! 


YTwas from a brilliant banquet, where the sound 

Of poesy and music breathed around, 
Together picturing to her mind and ear 
The glories of that heaven, her destined sphere, 
Whére all was pure, where every stain that lay 

* Upon the spirit’s light should pass away, 
And, realizing more than youthful love 
E’er wished or dreamed, she should for ever rove 
Through fields of fragrance by her Azws side, 
His own blessed, purified, eternal bride 
”Twas from a scene, a witching trance like this, 
He hurried her away, yet breathing bliss, 
To the dim charnel-house ;—through all its steams 
Of damp and death, led only by those gleams 
Which foul Corruption lights, as with design 
To show the gay and proud she too can shine— 
Ana, passing on through upright ranks of Dead, 
Which to the maiden, doubly crazed by dread, 
Seemed, through the bluish death-light round them cast, : 
To move their lips in mutterings as she passed— 
There, in that awful place, when each had quaffed 
And pledged in silence such a fearfu, draught, 
Such—0 ! the look and taste of that red bowl 

Will baunt her till she dies—he bound her soul 
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By a dark oath, in hell’s own language framed, 
Never, while earth his mystic presence claïned, 
While the blue arch of day hung o’er them both, 
Never, by that all-imprecating oath, 

In joy or sorrow from his side to sever. 


_ She swore, and the wide charnel echoed, « Never, never !”! 


From that dread hour, entirely, wildly given 
To him and—she believed, lost maid !—to heaven, 
Her brain, her heart, her passions all inflamed, 
How proud she stood, when in full Haram named 
The Priestess of the Faith !—how flashed her eyes 
With light, alas! that was not of the skies, 
When round, in trances, only less than hers, 
She saw the Haram kneel, her prostrate worshippers 
Well might Mokanwa think that form alone 
Had spells enough to make the world his own :— 
Light, lovely limbs, to which the spirit’s play 
Gave motion, airy as the dancing spray, 
When from its stem the small bird wings away ; 
Lips, in whose rosy labyrinth, when she smiled, 
The soul was lost; and blushes, swift and wild 
As are the momentary meteors sent 
Across th? uncalm, but beauteous firmament. 
And then her look— O0! where’s the heart so wise 


Could unbewildered meet those matchless eyes ? 


LALLA ROOKH. 


Quick, restless strange, but exquisite withal, 

Like those of angels, just before their fall ; 

Now «hadowed with the shames of earth—now crossed 
By glimpses of the heaven her heart had lost ; 

In every glance there broke, without control, 

The flashes of a bright but troubled soul, 

Where sensibility still wildly played, 

Like lightning, round the ruins it had made! 


And such was now young Zezica—so changed 
From her who, some years since, delighted range 
The almond groves that shade BoxHara’s tide, 

AI Life and bliss, with Azrm by her side! 

So altered was she now, this festal day, 

When, ’mid the proud Divan’s dazzling array, 

The vision of that Youth whom she had loved, 

Had wept as dead, before her breathed and moved os 
When—bright, she thought, as if from Eden’s track 
But half-way trodden, he had wandered back 

Agan to earth, glistening with Eden’s light— 


Her beauteous Azim shone before her sight. 


O Reason! who shall say what spells renew, 
When least we look for it, thy broken clew! 
Through what small vistas o’er the darkened brain 


Thy intellectual daybeam bursts again ; 
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And how, like forts, to which beleaguerers win 
Unhoped-for entrance through some friend within, 
One clear idea, wakened in the breast 

By memory’s magic, lets in all the rest. 

Would it were thus, unhappy girl, with thee! 
But though light came, it came but partially ; 
Enough to show the maze, in which thy sense 
Wandered about, —but not to guide it thence ; 
Enough to glimmer o?er the yawning wave, 

But not to point the harbour which might save. 
Hours of delight and peace, long left behind, 
With that dear form came rushing o’er her mind ; 
But O! to think how deep her soul had gone 

In shame and falsehood since those moments shone ; 
And then, her oath—fhere madness lay again, 
And, shuddering, back she sunk into her chain 
Of mental darkness, as if blessed to flee 

From light, whose every glimpse was agony ! 
Yet, one relief this glance of former years 
Brought, mingled with its pain, —tears, floods of tears, 
Long frozen at her heart, but now like rills 
Let loose in spring-time from the snowy hills, 
And gushing warm, after a sleep of frost, 


Through valleys where their flow had long been lost. 


Sad and subdued, for the first time her frame 


Trembled with horror, when the summons came 
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(A summons prou and rare, which all but she, 
And she, till now, huc heard with ecstasy) 

To meet Mokanwa at ls place of prayer 

A garden oratory, coo. and fair, | 

By the stream’s side, where :till at close of day 
The Prophet of the Veil retired to pray 
Sometimes alone—but, oftener far, with one, 


One chosen nymph to share his orison. 


Of late none found such favour in his sighit 

As the young Priestess ; and though, since taat night 
When the death-caverns echoed every tone 

Of the dire oath that made her all his own, 

Th? Impostor, sure of his infatuate prize, 

Had, more than once, thrown off his sous disguise 
And uttered such unheavenly, monstrous things, 

As ev’n across the desperate wanderings 

Of a weak intellect, whose lamp was out, 

Threw startling shadows of dismay and doubt ;— 
Yet zeal, ambition, her tremendous vow, 

The thought, still haunting her, of that bright brow 
Whose blaze, as yet from mortal eye concealed, 
Would soon, proud triumph! be to her revealed, 
Fo her alone ;—and then the hope, most dear, 

Most wild of all, that her transgression here 

Was but à passage through earth?s orosser Hire, 


From which the spirit would at last aspire, 


—— 
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Ev’n purer than before, —as perfumes rise 
Through flame and smoke, most welcorie to the skies-— 
- And that when Azim’s fond, divine embrace 
Should circle her in heaven, no darkening trace 
“Would on that bosom he once loved remain, 
But all be bright, be pure, be his again !— 
These were the wildering dreams, whose cursed deceit 
Had chained her soul beneath the tempter’s feet, 
And made her think ev’n damning falsehood sweet. 
But now that Shape, which had appalled her view 
That Semblance—O how terrible, if true [— 
Which came across her frenzy”s full career, 
With shock of consciousness, cold, deep, severe, 
As when, in northern seas, at midnight dark, 
An isle of ice encounters some swift bark, 
And, startling all its wretches from their sleep, 
By one cold impulse hurls them to the deep ;— 
So came that shock not frenzy’s self could bear, 
And waking up each long-lulled image there, 


But checked her headlong soul, to sink it in despair® 


Wan and dejected, through the evening dusk, 
She now went slowly to that small kiosk, 
Where, pondering alone his impious schemes, 
Mokanna waited her,—too wrapped in dreams 
Of the fair-rip ening future’s rich success, 


To heed the sorrow, pale and sprritless, 
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That sat upon his victim’s downcast brow, 

Or mark how slow her step, how altered now 

From the quick, ardent Priestess, whose light bound 
Came like a spirits o’er th? unechoïng ground.— 
From that wild Zezica, whose every glance 


Was thrilling fire, whose every thought a trance! 


Upon his couch the Veiled Moxanwa ay, 
While lamps around-—not such as lend their ray, 
Glimmering and cold, to those who nightly pray 
In holy Koom,* or M£cca’s dim arcades, — 

But brilliant, soft, such lights as lovely maids 

Look loveliest in, shed their luxurious glow 

Upon his mystic Veil’s white glitterimg flow 

Beside him, ’stead of beads and books of prayer, 
Which the world fondly thought he mused on there, 
Stood Vases, filled with Kisamer’s° golden wine, 
And the red weepings of the SHrRAZ vine ; 

Of which his curtained lips full many a draught 
Took zealously, as if each drop they quaffed, 

Like Zemzews Spring of Holiness,° had power 


"lo freshen the soul’s virtues into flower ! 


# The cities of Com (or Koom) and Cashan are full of mosques, mausoleums 
and sepulchres of the descendants of Ali, the Saints of Persia. — Chardin, 
b An island in the Persian Gulf, celebrated for its white wine. 


€ The miraculous well at Mecca ; so called, says sae from the murmuring 
sf its waters. 
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And still he drank and pondered—nor could see 
Th? approaching maid, so deep his reverie ; 

At length, with fiendish laugh, like that which broke 
From Egzis at the Fall of Man, he spoke :— 


* 


« Yes, ye vile race, for hell’s amusement given, 
‘Too mean for earth, yet claiming kin with heaven : 
‘ God’s images, forsooth ;—such gods as he 

‘ Whom Ixpra serves, the monkey deity ;*— 

« Ye creatures of a breath, proud things of clay, 
To whom if Lucrrer, as grandams say, 

« Refused, though at the forfeit of heaven’s light, 
“To bend in worship, Luctrer was right !° 

« Soon shall I plant this foot upon the neck 


‘ Of your foul race, and without fear or check, 


\ 


8 The god Hannaman.—« Apes are in many parts of India highly venerated, | 
out of respect to the god Hannaman, a deity partaking of the form of that 
race. —Pennant’s Hindostan. 

See a curious account, in Stephen’s Persia, of a solemn embassy from some 
part of the Indies to Goa, when the Portuguese were there, offering vast 
treasures for the recovery of a monkey’s tooth, which they held in great venera- 
tion, and which had been taken away upon the conquest of the kingdom of 
Jafanapatan. 

b This resolution of Eblis not to acknowledge the new creature, man, was, 
according to Mahometan tradition, thus adopted :—« T'he earth (which God had 
selected for the materials of his work) was carriéd into Arabia to a place between 
Merca and Tayef, where, being first kneaded by the angels, it was. afterwards 
fashioned by God himself into a human form, and left to dry for the space of 
forty days, or, as others say, as many years; the angels, in the mean time, often 
visiting it, and Eblis (then one of the angels nearest to God’s presence, after 
wards the devil) among the rest; but he, not contented with looking at it, 
kicked it with his foot till it rung; and knowing God designed that creature te 
be his superior, took a secret resolution never to acknowledge him as such ?— 
Sale, on the Koran. 
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« Luxiriating in hate, avenge my shame, 

« My deep-felt, long-nursed loathing of mar's name !— 
& Soon at the head of myriads, blind and fierce 

+ As hoodea falcons, through the universe 

ce l1] sweep my darkening, desolating way, 


 Weak man my instrument, cursed man my prey 


« Ye wise, ye learned, who grope your dull way on 
«By the dim twinkling gleams of ages gone, 
« Like superstitious thieves, who think the light 
«From dead men’s marrow guides them best at nighta— 
« Ye shall have honours—wealth,—yes, Sages, yes, — 
TI know, grave fools, your wisdom’s nothingness ; 
“ Undazzled it can track yon starry sphere, 
& But a gilt stick, a bawble blinds it here. 
‘How I shall laugh, when trumpeted along, 
‘In lying speech, and still more lying song, 
«By these learned slaves, the meanest of the throng ; 
“Their wits bought up, their wisdom shrunk so small, 


« À sceptre’s puny point can wield it all! 


«Ye, too, believers of incredible creeds, 
« Whose faith enshrines the monsters which it breeds : 
“ Who, bolder ev’n than Newron, think tu rise, 
. “By nonsense heaped on nonsense, to the skies : 
a À kind of lantern fonnerly used by robbers, called the Hand of Giory, the 


candle for which was made of the fat of a dead malefactor. This, however 
was rather a western than an eastern superstition, 


. : 
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& Ye shall have miracles, ay, soune : ces too, 

« Seen, heard, attested, every thing, --b'\' true, 
‘ Your preaching zealots, too inspired to s<ek 

6 One grace of meaning for the things the, spe- 
« Your martyrs, ready to shed out their blood, 

& For truths too heavenly to be understood ; 

« And your State Priests, sole venders of the lore 
€ That works salvation ;—as, on Ava’s shore, 

« Where none buf priests are privileged to trade 
« In that best marble of which Gods are made ;°* 
«They shall have mysteries—ay, precious stuff 
« For knaves to thrive by—mysteries enough ; 

« Dark, tangled doctrines, dark as fraud can weave 
« Which simple votaries shall on trust receive, 
«While craftier feign belief, till they believe. 

« À Heaven too ye must have, ye lords of dust — 
« À splendid Paradise, —pure souls, ye must : 

ce That Prophet ill sustains his holy call, 

« Who finds not heavens to suit the tastes of all; 
« Houris for boys, omniscience for sages, 

« And wings and glories for all ranks and ages, 
s Vain things !—as lust or vanity inspires, 


i The heaven of each is but what each desires, 


a The material of which images of Gaudma (the Birman Deity) are made, 
is held sacred. «Birmans may not purchase the marble in mass, but are 
suffered, and indeed encouraged, to buy figures of the Deity ready made ”— : 
Symes’s Ava, vol. ii. p. 376. | 
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« And, soul or sense, whate?er the object be, 
« Man would be man to all eternity! 
« So let him—Esus! grant this crowning curse, 


« But keep him what he is, no Hell were worse.”? 


«O my lost soul!” exclaimed the shuddering mal, 
Whose ears had drunk like poison all he saïd :— 
Moxanna started—not abashed, afraid,— 

He knew no more of fear than one who dwells 
Beneath the tropics knows of icicles! 
But, in those dismal words that reached his ear, 
« O my lost soul l? there was a sound so drear, 
So like that voice, among the sinful dead, 
In which the legend o?er Hell’s Gate is read, 
That, new as ’twas from her, whom naught could dun 


Or sink till now, it startled even him. 


cc Ha, my fair Priestess ”—thus, with ready wile, 
Th? Impostor turned to greet her—thou, whose smile 
€ Hath inspiration in its rosy beam 
«Beyond th? Enthusiast’s hope or Prophet’s dream ; 
« Light of the Faith! who twin’st religion’s zeal 
« So close with love’s, men know not which they feel, 
& Nor which to sigh for, in their trance of heart, 
«The heaven thou preachest or the heaven thou art! 
ec What should I be without thee? without thee 


« How dull were power, how joÿ ess victory! 


et, à | 
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«'Though borne by angels, if that smile of thine 

« Blessed not my banner, ’twere but half divine. 

« But—why so mournful, child? those eyes that shone 
« Al life last might—what!—is their glorÿ gone ? 

« Come, come—this morn’s fatigue hath made them pale 
«They want rekindling—suns themselves would fail 

« Did not their comets bring, as I to thee, 

« From lights own fount supplies of brilliancy. 

« Thou seest this cup—no juice of earth is here, 

« But the pure waters of that upper sphere, 

« Whose rills o’er ruby beds and topaz flow, 

6 Catchmg the gem’s bright colour, as they go. 

« Nightly my Genïi come and fill these urns— 

se Nay, drmk—in every drop life’s essence burns; 
«?Twill make that soul all fire, those eyes all lght— 
« Come. come, I want thy loveliest smiles to-night: 
«There is a youth—why start ?—thou saw’st him then, 
« Looked he not nobly? such the godlike men 

« Thou’lt have to woo thee in the bowers above ;— 

« Though ke, I fear, hath thoughts too stern for love, 
«Too ruled by that cold enemy of bliss 

«The world calls virtue—we must conqt er this; 

ce Nay, srink not, pretty sage! ?üs not fer thee 

«'To scan the mazes of heaven?s mystery : 

« The steel must pass through fire, ere it can yield 


« Fit mstruments fr mighty hands to wield. 
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« This very night Î mean to try the art 

« Of powerful beauty on that warrior’s heart. 

& AT] that my Haram boasts of bloom or wit, 

« Of skill and charms, most rare and exquisite, 

é Shall tempt the boy ;—young MirzaLa’s blue eyes, 
« Whose sleepy lid like snow on violets lies ; 
 ArouyA?s cheeks, warm as a spring-day sun, 

« And lips that, like the seal of Socomon, 

é Have magic in their pressure; ZrB4?s lute, 

« And Lizsa’s dancing feet, that gleam and shoot 

« Rapid and white as sea-birds o?er the deep— 

« Al shall combine their witching powers to steep 
«My convert’s spirit in that softening trance, 

« From which to heaven is but the next advance ;— 
« That glowing, yielding fusion of the breast, 

«On which Religion stamps her image best. 

€ But hear me, Priestess!—though each nymph of these 
« Hath some peculiar, practised power to please, 

« Some glance or step which, at the mirror tried, 

& First charms herself, then all the world beside ; 

« There still wants one, to make the victory sure, 

« One who in every look joins every lure; 

é Through whom all beauty’s beams concenked pass, 


‘ Dazzlng and warm, as through love’s burning glass : 


« Whose gentle lips persuade without a word, 


s Whose words ev’n wWher unmeaning, are adored, 
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se Like inarticulate breathings from a shrine, 

« Which our faith takes for granted are divine! 

« Such is the nymph we want, all warmth and lignt, 
«To crown the rich temptations of to-night ; 

« Such the refined enchantress that must be 


« This hero’s vanquisher,—and thou art she !”? 


With her-hands clasped, her lips apart and pale, 
The maid had stood, gazing upon the Veil 
From which these words, like south winds through a fence 
Of Kerzrah flowers, came filled with pestilence ; 
So boldly uttered too! as if all dread 
Of frowns from her, of virtuous frowns, were fled, 
And the wretch felt assured that, once plunged in, 


Her womañn’s soul would know no pause in sin! 


At first, though mute she listened, like a dream 
Seemed all he said ; nor could her mind, whose bea 1 
As yet was weak, penetrate half his scheme. 
But when, at length, he uttered, << Thou art she !”? 
AÏl flashed at once, and shriek‘ng piteously, 
« O, not for worlds !” she cried—t Great God! to “nom 
«I once knelt innocent, is this my doom ? 
« Are all my dreams, my hopes of heavenly bliss, 
«My purity, my pride, then come to this, — 
a «lt is commorly said in Persia, that if a man breathe in the A, sous 


#ind, which in June or July passes over that flower, (the Kerzereh,) it will K4 
him.”—Thevenot. 
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«To live, the wanton of a fiend! to be 

« The pander of his guilt—O infamy! 

« And sunk, myself, as low as hell can steep 

« In its hot flood, drag others down as deep! 

« Others—ha! yes—that youth who came to-day— 
« Not him I loved—not him—O! do but say, 

« But swear to me this moment ’tis not he, 


6 And I will serve, dark fiend, will worship even thee :” 


« Beware, young raving thing !—in time beware, 
« Nor utter what I cannot, must not bear, 
€ Ev’n from ty lips. Go—try thy lute, thy voice; 
The boy must feel their magic ; —I rejoice 
«To see those fires, no matter whence they rise, 
Once more 1llumimng my fair Priestess’ eyes ; 
« And should the youth, whom soon those eyes shall warm 
«e Indeed resemble thy dead lover’s form, 
«So much the happier wilt thou find thy doom, 
& As one warm lover, full of life and bloom, 
« Excels ten thousand cold ones in the tomb. 
« Nay, nay, no frowning, s-veet ;—those eyes were mage 


« For love, not anger—I must be obeyed.? 


“Obeyed ?—’tis well—yes, I deserve it all — 
‘ On me, on me Heaven’s vengeance cannot fall 
“Too heavilÿ—but Azim, brave and true 


& And beautiful —must he be ruined too ? 
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« Must Le too, glorious as he is, be driven 

‘ À renegade like me from Love and Heaven ? 

‘ Like me ?—weak wretch, I wrong him—not like me 

‘ No—he’s all truth and strength and purity ! 

«€ Fill up your maddening hell-cup to the brim, 

“Its witchery, fiend, will have no charm for him. 

« Let loose your glowing wantons from their bowers, 

‘ He loves, he loves, and can defy their powers! 

“ Wretch as I am, in his heart still I reign 

“ Pure as when first we met, without a stain ! 

« Though ruimed—lost—my memory, like a charm 

« Left by the dead, still keeps his soul from harm. 

O! never let him know how deep the brow 

« He kissed at parting is dishonoured now ;— 

« Ne’er tell him how debased, how sunk is she, 

« Whom once he loyed—once I—still loves dotimgly. 

“Thou laugh’st, tormentor,—what!—thou’lt brand my 
name ? 

“Do, do—in vain—he’ll not believe my shame— 

«He thinks me true, that naught beneath God’s sky 

“ Could tempt or change me, and—0 once thought I. | 

« But this is past—though worse than death my lot, 

Than hell—tis nothing while Le knows it not. 

6 Far off to some benighted land l’Il fy, 

« Where sunbeam ne’er shall enter till I die ; 

« Where none will ask the lost one whence she came, 


“ But I may fade and fall withow à name. 
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& And thou—cursed r:an or fiend, whate?er thou art, | 

« Who found’st this burning plague-spot in my heart, 

6 And spread’st it—O, so quick !—through soul and frame, 
« With more than demon’s art, till I became 


« À Joathsome thing, all pestilence, all flame — 


22 


«If, when l’m gone 
« Hold, fearless maniac, hold, 

« Nor tempt my rage—by Heaven, not half so bold 

« The puny bird, that dares with teasing hum 

« Within the crocodile’s stretched jaws to come !* 

« And so thou’lt fly, forsooth ?—-what !—give up all 

« Thy chaste dominion in the Haram Hall, 

« Where now to Love and now to ALLA given, 

« Half mistress and half saint, thou hang’st as even 

« As doth Mepina’s tomb, ’twixt hell and heaven! 

« Thou’lt fly ?—as easily may reptiles run, 

«The gaunt snake once hath fixed his eyes upon ; 

« As easily, when caught, the prey may be 

 &Plucked from his loving folds, as thou from me. 

«No, no, ’tis fixed—let good or ill betide, 

« Thou’rt mine till death, till death Moxanxa’s bride! 

« Hast thou forgot thy oath ??"— 


a The humming-bird is said to run this risk for the purpose of picking the 
oscodile’s tecth. The same circumstance is related of the lapwng, as a fact 
which he was witness, by Paul Lucas, Voyage fait en 1714. 

he ancient story concerning the Trochilus, or-humming-bird, entering with 


- impunity into the mouth of the crocodile, is firmly believed at J ava.—Lurrow’s . 
ü Uocl/n-China. 
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At this dread word, 
The Maïd, whose spirit his rude taunts had stirred 
Through all its depths, and rouseé an anget there, 
That burst and lightened ev’n through her despair, 
Shrunk back, as if a blight were in the breath 
That spoke that word, and staggered pale as death. 


«Yes, my sworn bride, let others seek in bowers 
« Their bridal-place—the charnel vault was ours! 
«€ Instead of scents and balms, for thee and me 
« Rose the rich steams of sweet mortality ; 
ce Gay, flickering death-lights shone while we were wed, 
é And, for our guests, a row of goodly Dead 
€ (Immortal spirits in theïr time, no doubt) 
ce From reeking shrouds upon the rite looked out : 
ce That oath thou heard’st more lips than thine repeat— 
«That cup—thou shudderest, Lady—was 1t sweet ? 
«That cup we pledged, the charnels choïcest wine, 
« Hath bound thee—ay—body and soul all mine ; 
« Bound thee by chains that, whether blessed or cursed 
« No matter now, not hell itself shall burst! 
« Hence, woman, to the Haram, and look gay, 
«T,ook wild, look—any thing but sad; yet stay— 
« One moment more—from what this night hath passed, 
«TJ see thou know’st me, know’st me well at last. 
« Ha! ha! and so, fond thing, thou thought’st all true, 
And that I love mankind ?—I do, I do—- 


2 -LALLA ROOKH. 


——————© ——_—_—————————  —— À 


& As victims, love them; as the sea-dog dotes 
« Upon the small, sweet fry that round him floats ; 
Or, as the Nile-bird loves the slime that gives 


€ That rank and venom us food on which she lives l1—— 


‘ And, now thou seest my sous angelic hue, 
“?’J'is time these /2atures were uncurtained too ;— 
“This brow, whose light—O rare celestial light!- - 

‘ Hath been reserved to bless thy favored sight ; 
«These dazzlmg eyes, before whose shrouded might 

se Thou’st seen immortal Man kneel down and quake— 
« Would that they were heaven’s lightnings for his sake 
“ But turn and look--then wonder, if thou wilt, 

“ That I should hate, should take revenge, by guilt, 

“ Upon the hand, whose mischief or whose mirth 
«Sent me thus maimed and monstrous upon earth ; 
“And on that race who, though more vile they be 
‘Than mowing apes, are demigods to me! 
«Here—judge if hell, with all its power to damn, 


« Can add one curse to the foul thing I am!” 


He raised his veil—the Maid turned slowly round, 
Looked at him—shriek2d—and sunk upon the ground ! 


 Circum easdem ripas (Nili, viz.) ales est Ibis. Ea serpentium popufatwæ 


va, gratissimamque ex his escam nidis suis refert.—Solinus. 
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On their arrival, nexi night, at the place of encampment, 
they were surprised and œelighted to find the groves all around 
illuminated; some artists of Yamtcheou‘ having been sent 
on previously for the purpose. On each side of the green 
alley, which led to the Royal Pavilion, artificial sceneries of 
bamboo-work? were erected, representing arches, minarets, 
and towers, from which hung thousands of silken lanterns, 
pamted by the most delicate pencils of Canton.—Nothing 
could be more beautiful than the leaves of the mango-trees 
and acacias, shiming in the light of the bamboo-scenery, which 


shed a lustre round as soft as that of the nights of Peristan. 


Lara Rooxx, however, who-was too much occupied by 


the sad story of Zerica and her lover, to give a thought to 


2 «The Feast of Lanterns is celebrated at Yamtcheou with more magnif- 
cence than anywhere else: and the report goes, that the illuminations there are 
so splendid, that an Emperor once, not daring openly to leave his Court to go 
thither, committed himself with the Queen and several Princesses of his family 
into the hands of a magician, who promised to transport them thither in a trice. 
He made them in the night to ascend magnificent thrones that were borne up 
by swans, which in a moment arrived at Yamtcheou. The Emperor saw at his 
leisure all the solemnity, being carried upon a cloud that hovered over the city 
and descended by degrees; and came back again with the same speed and 
equipage, nobody at court perceiving his absence” —The Present State of China 
p. 156. 

bSee a description of the nuptials of Vizier Alee in the .Asiatic Annua 

_ Register of 1804. L 


x 


74 LALLA ROOKH. 


EE RE SR _— 
——— Fr 


any thing else, except, perhaps, him who rlated it, hurried 
on through this scene of splendour to her pavilion, —greatly 
to the mortification of the poor artists of Yamtcheou,--and 
was followed with equal rapidity by the Great Chamberlain, 
cursing, as he went, that ancient Mandarin, whose parental 
anxiety in lighting up the shores of the lake, where his beloved 
_daughter had wandered and been lost, was the origin of these 


fantastic Chinese illuminations.° 


Without a moment’s delay, young FERAMoR? was intro- 
duced, and FADLADEEN, who could never make up his mind 
as to the merits of a poet till he knew the religious sect to 
which he belonged, was about to ask him whether he was a 
Shia or a Sooni, when Lazza Rooxx impatien'ly clapped her 
hands for silence, and the youth, being seated upon the mus- 


nud near her, proceeded :— 


a &« The vulgar ascribe it to an accident that happened in the family of a 
‘ famous mandarin, whose daughter, walking one evening upon the shore of a lake, 
fell in and was drowned; this afllicted father, with his family, ran thither, and, 
the better to find her, he caused a great company of lanterns to be lighted. Al 
the inhabitants 6f the place thronged after him with torches. The ÿear ensuing 
- they made fires upon the shores the same day; they continued the ceremony. 
every yeax, every one lighiæl his lantern, and by degrees it crremenced into a 
custora.””— Present Sicle of China. 
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Paxpare thy soul, young Azrm!—thou hast braved 
The bands of Greece, still mighty though enslaved , 
Hast faced her phalanx, armed with all its fame, 
Her Macedonian pikes and globes of flame ; 

All this hast fronted, with firm heart and brow; 
But a more perilous trial waits thee now,— 
Woman’s bright eyes, a dazzling host of eyes 
From every land where woman smiles or sighs: 
Of every hue, as Love may chance to raise 

His black or azure banner in their blaze; 

And each sweet mode of warfare, from the flash 
That lightens boldly through the shadowy lash, 
To the sly, stealing splendours, almost hid, 

Luxe swords half-sheathed, beneath the downcast lid 
Such, Azn, is the lovely, luminous host 
Now led against thee; and, let conquerors boast 
Their fields of fame, he who in virtue arms 

À young, warm spirit against beauty’s charms, 
Who feels her brightness, yet defies her thrall, 

Is tke best, bravest conqueror of them all. 


Now, through the Haram chambers, moving lights 


And busy shapes proclaim the toilet’s rites ;— 
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From room to room the ready handmaïds hie, 

Some skilled to wreathe the turban tastefully, 

Or hang the veil, in negligence of shade, 

O’er the warm blushes of the youthful maïd, 

Who, if between the folds but one eye shone, 

Like Ses4”s Queen, could vanquish with that one :— 
While some bring leaves of Henna, to imbue 

The fingers’ ends with a bright roseate hue,” 

So bright, that in the mirror’s depth they seem 

Like tips of coral branches in the stream: 

And others mix the Koho!’s jetty dye, 

To give that long, dark languish to the eye,° 

Which makes the maids, whom kings are proud to cull 
From fair Circassia’s vales, so beautiful. 

All is in motion ;—rings and plumes and pearls 


Are shining everywhere :—some younger girls 


à «Thou hast ravished my heart with one of thme eyes. ”’—$So. Song. 

b «They tinged the ends of her fingers scarlet with Henna, so that they 
tesembled branches of coral.”—Siory of Prince Fuitun in Bahardanwsh 

© «The women blacken the inside of their eyelids with a powder named the 
black Kohol/— Russel. 

«None of these ladies” says Shaw, “take themselves to be completely 
dresseil, till they have tinged the hair and edges of their eyelids with the powder 
of lead ore. Now, as this operation is performed by dipping first into the pow- 
der à small wooden bodkin of the thickness of a quill, and then drawing it after- 
wards through the eyelids over the ball of the eye, we shall have a lively image 
of what the Prophet (Jer. iv. 30) may be supposed to mean by rending the eyes 
with painting. This practice is no doubt of great antiquity : for besides the 
instance already taken notice of, we find that where Jezebel is said (2 Kings ix 


30) to have painted her face, the original words are she «djusted her eyes with tbs 
powder of lead oie.”—Shaw’s Travels. 
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Are gone b; moonlight to the garden-beds, 

To gather fresh, cool chaplets for their heads ;— 
Gay creatures! sweet, though mournful, ’tis to see 
How each prefers a garland from ttat tree 

Which brings to mind her childhood”s innocent day, 
And the dear fields and friendships far away. 

The maiïd of {npra, blessed again to hold 

In her full lap the Champac”’s leaves of gold,* 
Thinks of the time when, by the Gances’ flood, 
Her little playmates scattered many a bud 

Upon her long black hair, with glossy gleam 

Just dripping from the consecrated stream ; 

While the young Arab, haunted by the smell 

Of her own mountain flowers, as by a spell,— 
The sweet Elcaya,” and that courteous tree 

Which bows to all who seek its canopy,— 

Sees, called up round her by these magic scents, 
The well, the camels, and her father’s tents ; 
Sighs for the home she left with little pain, 


And wishes ev’n its sorrows 5ack again. 


a «The appearance of the blossoms of the gold-coloured Campac on ttes 
bla:k hair of the Indian women has supplied the Sanscrit Poets with many 
elegant allusions ’—See Asiatic Researches, vol. iv. 

b À træ famous for its perfume, and common on the hills of Yemen 
MNiebuhr. 

e Of the genus mimosa, “ which droops its branches whenever any person 
approaches it, seeming as if it saluted those who retire under its shade,” - 
Niebuhr. 
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Meanwhile, through vast illuminated halls, 
Silent and bright, where nothing but the falls 
Of fragrant waters, gushing with cool sound 
From many a jasper fount, is heard around, 
Young Azim roams bewildered,—nor can guess 
What means this maze of light and loneliness. 
Here, the way leads, o’er tessellated floors 
Or mats of Caro, through long corridors, . 
Where, ranged in cassolets and silver urns, 
Sweet wood of aloe or of sandal burns ; 
And spicy rods, such as illume at night 
The bowers of Treer,* send forth odorous light, 
Like Peris’ wands, when pointing out the road 
For some pure Spirit to its blest abode : — 
And here, at once, the glittering saloon 
Bursts on his sight, boundless and bright as noon; 
Where, in the midst, reflecting back the rays 
In broken rainbows, a fresh fountain plays 
High as th” enamelled cupola, which towers 
AI rich with Arabesques of gold and flowers : 
And the mosaic floor beneath shines through 
The sprinkling of that fountain’s silvery dew, 
Like the wet, glistening shells, of every dye, 
That on the margin of the Red Sea lie. 


a « Cloves are a principal ingredient in the composinon of the perfumed 
rods, which men of rank keep constantly burning in their presence.” — Turner’ 
. Tibet. « $ 
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Here too he traces the kind visitings 

Of woman’s love in those fair, living things 
- Of land and wave, whose fate—in bondage thrown 

For their weak loveliness—is like her own! 
On one side gleaming with a sudden grace 
Through water, brilliant as the crystal vase 
In which it undulates, small fishes shine, 
Like golden ingots from a fairy mine ;— 
While, on the other, latticed lightly in 
With oderiferous woods of Comorin, 
Each brilliant bird that wings the air is seen — 
Gay, sparkling loories, such as gleam between 
The crimson blossoms of the coral-tree ? 
In the warm isles of India’s sunny sea ; 
Mecca’s blue sacred pigeon,° and the ‘hrush 
Of Hindostan,* whose holy warblings gush, 
At evening, from the tall pagoda’s top ;— 
Those golden birds that, in the spice-time, drop 
Aoout the gardens, drunk with that sweet food ® 


a & C’est d’où vient le bois d’aloes, que les Arabes appellent Oud Comari, ef 
celui du sandal, qui s’y trouve en grande quantité.” — D Herbelot, 

b « Thousands of variegated loories visit the coral-trees.— Parrow. 

© “In Mecca there are quantities of blue pigeons, which none will afirigh{ 
or abuse, much less kill”’—Pitfs Account of the Mahometans. 

4 « The Pagoda Thiush is esteemed among the first choristers of India. Lt 
sits perched on the sacred pagodas, and from thence delivers its melodious song.” 
—Penmant’s Hindostan. 

e Tavernier adds, that while the Birds of Paradise lie in this intoxicated 
state, the emmets come and cat off their legs; and that hence it is they are said 
‘» have no feet, 
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VWhose scent hath lured them o’er the summer flood ;* 
And those that under Araby?’s soft sun 

Buile their high nests of budding cinnamon ;° 

In short, all räre and beauteous things, that fly 
Through the pure element, here calmly lie 

Sleeping in light, like the green birds° that dwell 

In Eden’s racant fields of asphodel! 


So on, through scenes past all imagining, 
More like the luxuries of that impious king, * 
Whom Death’s dark Angel, with his lightning torch, 
Struck down and blasted ev’n in Pleasure’s porch, 
Than the pure dwelling of a Prophet sent, 
Armed with Heaven’s sword, for man’s enfranchisement — 
Young Azim wandered, looking sternly round, 
His simple garb and war-boots’ clanking sound 
But 1ll according with the pomp and grace 
And silent lull of that voluptuous place. 


& Birds of Paradise, which, at the nutmeg season, come in flights from the 
southern isles to India; and «the strength of the nutmeg,” says Tavernier, « s0 
intoxicates them that they fall dead drunk to the earth.” 

b # That bird which liveth in À rabia, and buildeth its nest with cinnamon.”— 
Brown s Vulgar Errors. 


€ «The spirits of the martyrs will be lodged in the crops of greer. birds/"— 


Gibbon, vol. ix. p. 421. 


4 Shedad, who made the delicious gardens of Irim, in inritation of Paradise, 


and was destroyed by lightning the first time he,attempted to euter them: 
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“Is this, then,” thought the youth, «is this the Way 

«To free man’s spirit from the deadening sway 

“Of worldly sloth,—to teach him, while he lives, 

“To know no bliss but that which virtue gives, 

‘ And when he dies, to leave his lofty name 

‘ À light, a landmark on the cliffs of fame ? 

‘It was not so, Land of the generous thought 

‘ And daring deed, thy godlike sages taught ; 

“It was not thus, in bowers of wanton ease, 

“Thy Freedom nursed her sacred energies ; 

OT nat beneath th? enfeebling, withering glow 

‘Of such dull luxury did those myrtles grow, 

se With which she wreathed her sword, when she would dare 

€ Immortal deeds ; but in the bracing air 

«Of toil, —of temperance,—of that high, rare, 

€ Ethereal virtue, which alone can breathe 

€ Life, health, and lustre into Freedom’s wreath. 

€ Who, that surveys this span of earth we press, — 

«This speck of life in time’s great wilderness, 

6 This narrow isthmus ’twixt two boundless seas, 

« The past, the future, two eternities —- 

‘ Would sully the bright spot, or leave it bare, 

« When he might build him a proud temple there, 

‘ À name, that long shall hallow all its space 

« And be each purer sous high resting-place ? 

‘“ But no—it cannot be, that one, whom Gou 

&« Has sent to break the wizard Falsehood?s rod.-— 
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& À Prophet of the truth, whose mission draws 

«Its rites from Heaven, should thus profane its cause 
« With the worlds vulgar pomps ;>—n0, no,—[ see— 
« He thinks me weak—this glare of luxury 

« Is but to tempt; to try the eaglet gaze 

«Of my young soul—shine on, twill stand the blaze ! 


So thought the youth :—but, ev’n while he defed 
This witching scene, he felt its witchery glide 
Through every sense. The perfume breathing round, 
Like a pervading spirit ;—the still sound 
Of falling waters, lulling as the song 
Of Indian bees at sunset, when they throng 
Around the fragrant NiricA, and deep 
In its blue blossoms hum themselves to sleep a 
And music, too—dear music! that can touch 
Beyond all else the soul that loves it much— 

Now heard far off, so far as but to seem 

Like the fait, exquisite music of a dream ;— 
All was too much for him, too full of bliss; 
The heart could nothing feel, that felt not this ; 
Softened, he sunk upon a couch, and gave 


His soul up to sweet thoughts, 1ike wave on wave 


a « My Pandits assure me that the plant before us (the Nilica) is thes 
Sophalica, thus named because the bees are supposed to sleep on its blossomus.— 
Sir W. Jones. 
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Succeeding in smooth seas, when storms are laid ; 
He thought of Zezica, his wn dear maid, 

And of the time when, full of blissful sighs, 

They sat and looked into each other’s eyes, 
Silent and happy—as if God had given 


Naught else worth looking at on this side heaven. 


‘O0 my loved mistress, thou, whose spirit stili 
«Is with me, round me, wander where I will— 
“It is for thee, for thee alone I seek 
“The paths of glory ; to light up thy cheek 
“ With warm approval—in that gentle look, 
“To read my praise, as in an angel’s book, 
“ And think all toils réwarded, when from tnee 
&T gain a smile worth immortality ! 
€ How snall I bear the moment, when restored 
“To that young heart where I alone am Lord, 
“Though of such bliss inworthy,—since the best 
« Alone deserve to be the happiest ;— 
‘ When from those lips, unbreathed upon for years, 
“T shall again kiss off the soulfelt tears, 
“ And find those tears warm as when last they started, 
« Those sacred kisses pure as when we parted! 
‘O0 my own life!—why should a single day, 


“ À moment keep me from those arms away ?”? 
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While thus he thinks, still nearer, on the Brbéres 

Come those delicious, dreamlike harmonies, 

Each note of which but adds new, downy links 

To the soft chain in which his spirit sinks. 

He turns him toward the sound, and far away 
Through a long vista, sparkling with the play 

Of countless lamps,—like the rich track which Day 

Leaves on the waters, when he sinks from us, 

So long the path, its light so tremulous,— 

He sees a group of female forms advance, 

Some chained together in the mazy dance 

By fetters forged in the green sunny bowers, 

Às they were captives to the King of Flowers ;* 

And some disporting round, unlinked and free. 

Who seemed to mock their sisters” slavery ; 

And round and round them still, in wheeling flight 

Went, like gay moths about a lamp at night; 

While others waked, as gracefully along 

Their feet kept time, the very soul of song 

From psaltery, pipe, and lutes of heavenly thrill, 

Or their own youthful voices, heavenlier still. 

And now they come, now pass before his eye, 

Forms such as Nature moulds, when she would me 

With Fancy’s penail, and give birth to thmgs 

Lovely beyond its fairest picturings. 


au They deferred 1t till the King of Flowers should ascend his throne é 
!  æamelled foliage.”—The Bahardanush 
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Awhile they dance before him, then divide, 
Breaking, like rosy clouds at eventide 

Around the rich pavilion of the sun,— 

Till, silently dispersing, one by one, 

Through many a path, that from the chamber lea is 
To gardens, terraces, and moonlight meads, 
Their distant laughter comes upon the wind, 

And but one trembling nymph remains behind, — 
Beckoning them back in vain, for they are gone, 
And she is left in all that light alone ; 

No veil to curtain o’er her beauteous brow, 

In its young bashfulness more beauteous now; 
But a light golden chain-work round her hair,* 
Such as the maids of YEezp° and SniRAZz wear, 
From which, on either side, gracefully hung 

À golden amulet, in th? Arab tongue, 

Engraven o’er with some immortal line 

From Holy Writ, or bard scarce less divine, 
While her left hand, as shrinkingly she stood 
Held a small lute of gold ané sandal-wood, 
Which, once or twice, she touched with hurried strain, 


Then took her trembling fingers off again. 


a &One of the head-dresses of the Persian women is composed of a light 
golden chain-work, set with small pearls, with a thin gold plate pendant, about 
the bigness of a crown-piece, on which is impressed an Arabian prayer, and 
which hangs upon the cheek below the ear—Hanway's Travels. 

b «Certainly the women of Yezd are the handsomest women in Persia 
be proverb is, that to live happy a man must have a wife of Yezd, eat the 
brad of Yezdecas, and drir.k the wine of Shiraz.’— Tavernier. 
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But when nt length a timid glance she stole 

At Azrm, tue sweet gravity of soul 

She saw through all his features, calmed her fear, 
And, like a half-tamed antelope, more near, 

Though shrinking still, she came ;—then sat her down 
* Upon à musnud’s* edge, and bolder grown, 

In the pathetic mode of Israran? 


Touched a preluding strain, and thus began :— 


There’s a bower of roses by BENLEMEER’S° stream, 
, And the nightingale sings round it all the day long; 
In the time of my childhood ’twas like a sweet dream, 


To sit in the roses and hear the bird’s song. 


That bower and its music I never forget, 
But oft when alone, in the bloom of the year, 
I think—Is the nightingale singing there yet? 
Are the roses still bright by the calm BENDEMEER ? 


No, the roses soon withered that hung o’er the wave, 


But some blossoms were gathered, while freshly they 


shone, 


= & Musnuds are cushioned seats, usually reserved for persons of distinction. 
b The Persians, like the ancient Greeks, call their musical modes or Perdas 


by the name of difierent countries or cities, as the mode of Isfahan, the mode of 
Lrak, &c. 


c À river which flows near 1he ruins of Chilminar. 
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And a dew was distilled from their flowers, that gave 


All the fragrance of summer, when summer was gone. 


Thus memory draws from delight, ere it dies, 
An essence that breathes of it many a year; 
Thus bright to my soul, as ’twas then to my eyes, 


Is that bower on the banks of the calm BENDEMEER ! 


‘ Poor maiden !”? thought the youth, ‘if thou wert 
sent, 
5 With thy soft lute and beauty’s blandishment, 
« To wake unholy wishes in this heart, 
s Or tempt its truth, thou little know’st the art. 
« For though thy lip should sweetly counsel wrong, 
« Those vestal eyes would disavow its song. 
« But thou hast breathed such purity, thy lay 
« Returns so fondly to youth?s virtuous day, 


& And leads thy soul—if e’er it wandered thence—- 


So gently back to its first mnocence, 


« That I would sooner stop the unchained dove, 
« When swift returning to its home of love, 
6 And round its snowy wing new fetters twine, 


« Than turn from virtue one pure wish of thine !”? 


Scarce had this feeling passed, when, sparkling througb 
The gently opened curtains of light blue 
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l'hat veiled the breezy casement, countless eyes. 
Peeping like stars through the blue evening skies, 
Looked laughing in, as if to mock the par 

That sat so still and melancholy there :— 

And now the curtains fly apart, and in 

From the coo! air, ’mid showers of jessamine 
Which those without fling after them in play, 

Two lightsome maidens spring, —lightsome as they 
Who live in th’ air on odours,—and around 

The bright saloon, scarce conscious of the ground, 
Chase one another, in a varying dance 

Of mirth and languor, coyness and advance, 

Too eloquently like love’s warm pursuit :— 

While she, who sung so gently to the lute 

Her dream of home, steals timidly away, 
Shrinking as violets do in summer’s ray,— 

But takes with her from Azrm’s heart that sigh 

We sometimes give to forms that pass us by 

In the world’s crowd, too lovely to remain 


Creatures of light we never see again! 


Around the white necks of the nymphs who danced 
Hung carcanets of orient gems, that glanced 
More brilliant than the sea-glass glittering o’er 


The hills of crystal on the Caspian shore ;* 


8 «To the north of us (on the coast of the Caspian, near Badku\ was n 
mountain, which sparkled like diamonds, arising from the sea-glass and crystals 
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While from their long, dark tresses, in a fall 

Of curis descending, bells as musical 

As those that, on tle golden-shafted trees 

Of Epen, shake in the eternal breeze,' 

Rung round their steps, at every bound more sweet, 

As ’twere th’ ecstatic language of their feet. 

At length the chase was o’er, and they stood wreatned 
Within each othe1’s arms; while soft there breathed = 
Through the cool casement, mingled with the sighs 

Of moonlight flowers, music that seemed to rise : 
From some still lake, so liquidly it rose ; 

And, as it swelled again at each faint close, 

The ear could track through all that maze of chords 


And young sweet voices, these impassioned words :— 


À Srrrr there is, whose fragrant sigh 
Is burning now through earth and air ; 
Where cheeks are blushing, the Spirit 1s mgh, 


Where lips are meeting, the Spirit is there! 


His breath is the soul of flowers like these, 


And his floatmg eyes—O ! fhey resemble” 


with which it abounds.”—Journey of the Russian Ambassador to Persia, | 
1746. PR 

a «To which will be added the sound of the bells, hanging on the trees, 
which will be put in motion by the wind proceeding from the throne of God, 
au often as the blessed wish for music.” —Sule. 

b « Whose wantun eyes resemble blue water-lilies, agitated by the oreeze— 
Jayadera a « 


LT 
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Blue water-hili:s,, when the breeze 


Is making the stream around them tremble, 


| Haiïl to thee, haïl to thee, kindling power! 
Spirit of Love, Spirit of Bliss! 
Thy holiest time is the moonlight hour, 


And there never was moonlight so sweet as thus, 


By the fair and brave 
Who blushing unite, 
Like the sun and wave, 


When they meet at night ;— 


By the tear that shows 
When passion is nigh, 
Às the rain-drop flows 
From the heat of the Sky ;— 


By the first love-beat 

Of the youthful heart, 
By the bliss to meet, 

And the pain to part ;— 


By all that thou hast 


To mortals given, 


# The blue lotos, which grows in Cashmere and in Peraa 
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Which—O, could it last, 


This earth were heaven! 


We call thee hither, entrancing Power! 
Spirit of Love! Spirit of Bliss! 
Thy holiest time is the moonlight hour, 


And there never was moonlight so sweet as this. 


Impatient of a scene, whose luxuries stole, 
Spite of himself, too deep into his soul, 
And where, midst all that the young heart loves most, 
Flowers, music, smiles, to yield was to be lost, 

. The youth had started up, and turned away 
From the light nymphs, and their luxurious laÿ, 
To muse upon the pictures that hung round,— 
Bright images, that spoke without a sound, 

And views, like vistas into fairy ground. 

But here again new spells came o?er his sense :— 
All that the pencil’s mute omnipotence 

Could call up into life, of soft and fair, 


Of fond and passionate, was glowing there ; 


a ft has been generally supposed that the Mahometans prohibit all pictures 
of animals; but Toderini shows that, though the practice is forbidden by the 
Koran, they are not more averse to painted figures and images than other 
people. From Mr. Murphy’s work, too, we find that the Arabs cf Spain haë 
no objection to the introduction of figures into painting. 
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Nor yet too warm, but touched with that fine art 
Which paints of pleasure but the purer part; 
Which knows ev’n Beauty when half-veiled is best, — 
Like her own radiant planet of the west, 

Whose orb when half retired looks loveliest.* 

There hung the history of the Genü-King, 

Traced through each gay, voluptuous wandering 
With her from Saga’s bowers, in whose bright eyes 
He read that to be blessed is to be wise ;° 

Here fond Zureixa° woos with open arms 

The Hebrew boy, who flies from her young charms, 
Yet, flying, turns to gaze, and, half undone, 


Wishes that heaven and she could both be won ; 


2 This is not quite astronomically true. « Dr. Hadley (says Keil) has shows 
th£: Venus is brightest when she is about forty degrees removed from the sun 
and that then but only a fourth part of her lucid disk is to be seca from the 
earth.” 

b For the loves of King Solomon (who was supposed to preside over the 
whole race of Genii) with Balkis, the Queen of Sheba, or Saba, see D’Herbelot, 
and the Notes on the Koran, chap. ?. 

«In the palace which Solomon ordered to be built against the arrival of £ : 
Queen of Saba, the floor or pavement was of transparent glass, laïd over running 
water, in which fish were swimming.” This led the Queen into a very natural 
mistake, which the Koran has not thought beneath its dignity to commemorate. 
«It was said unto her, « Enter the palace” And when she saw it she imagined 
it to be a great water; and she discovered her legs by lifting up her robe to pass 
® througk it Whereupon Solomon said to her, ‘ Verily, this is the place eveniy 
fleored with glass ?—Chap. 27. 

ce The wife of Potiphar, thus named by the Orientals. 

«The passion which this frail beauty of antiquity conceived for her young 


Hekrew slave has given rise to a much esteemed poem in the Persian language, 


entitled Vusef vau Zelikha, by Noureddin Jami: the manuscript copy of which, 


in the Bodleian Library at Oxford, is supposed to be the finest in the whole 


.world.”—Note upon Notl's Translation qf Hafez. 
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And here Monammep, born for love and guile, 
Forgets the Koran in his Mary’s smile ;— 
Then beckons some kind angel from above 


With a new text to consecrate their love.* 


With rapid step, yet pleased and lingering eye, 
Did the youth pass these pictured stories by, 
And hastened to a casement, where the light 
Of the calm moon came in, and freshly bright 
The fields without were seen, sleeping as still 
As if no life remained in breeze or rill. 
Here paused he, while the music, now less near, 
Breathed with a holier language on his ear, 
As though the distance, and that heavenly ray 
Through which the sounds came floating, took away 


All that had been too earthly in the lay. 


O! could he listen to such sounds unmoved, 
Anc by that light—nor dream of her he loved ? 
Dream on, unconscious boy! while yet thou may’st ;. 
?Tis the last bliss thy soul shall ever taste. 

Clasp yet awhile her image to thy heart 
Ere all the light, that made it dear, depart. 


a The particulars of Mahomet’s amour with Mary, the Coptic girl, in justif 
tion of which he adled a new chapter to the Koran, may be found in Gagnie 
Notes upon Abulfeda, p. 151. 
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Think of hér smiles as when thou saw’st them last, 
Clear, beautiful, by naught of earth o’ercast; 
Recall her tears, to thee at parting given, 
Pure as they weep, if angels weep, in heaven. 
Think, in her own still bower she waits thee -ow, 
. With the same glow of heart and bloom of brow, 
Yet shrined in solitude—thine all, thine only, 
Like the one star above thee, bright and lonely. 
O that a dream so sweet, so long enjoyed, 


Should be so sadly, cruelly destroyed! 


The song is hushed, the laughing nymphs are flown, 
And he is left, musing of bliss, alone ;— 
Alone ?—no, not alone—that heavy sigh, 
That sob of grief, which broke from some one nigb— 
Whose could it be?—alas! is misery found 
Here, even here, on this enchanted ground ? 
He turns, and sees a female form, close veiled, 
Leanng, as if both heart and strength had failed, 
Against a pillar near ;—not glittering o’er 
With gems and wreaths, such as the.others wore, 
But in that deep-blue melancholy dress,* 
BoxHara’s maidens wear in mindfulness 
Of friends or kindred, dead or far away ;— 


And such as ZErica had on that day 


2 4 Deep blue is their mourning coluur —Hanwag: 
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He left her—when, with heart too full to speak, 


He took away her last warm tears upon his cheek. 


A strange emotion stirs within him,—more 
Than mere compassion ever waked before ; 
Unconsciously he opes his arms, while she 
Springs forward, as with life’s last energy, 

But, swooning in that one convulsive bound, 
Sinks, ere she reach his arms, upon the ground ;— 
Her veil falls of—her faint hands clasp his knees— 
?Tis she herself!—?tis Zezica he sees! 

But, ah, so pale, so changed—none but a lover 
Could in that wreck of beauty’s shrine discover 
The once adored divinity—ev’n he 

Stood for some moments mute, and doubtingly 
Put back the ringlets from her brow, and gazed 
Upon those lids, where once such lustre blazed 
Ere he could think she was indeed his own, 

Own darling maid, whom he so long had known 
In joy and sorrow, beautiful in both ; 

Who, ev’n when grief was heaviest—when loath 
He left her for the wars—in that worst hour 

Sat in her sorrow like the sweet night-flower,” 
When darkness brings its weeping glories out, 
And spreads its sighs like frankincense about. 


8 The sorrovful nyctanthes, which begins to spread its rich odour aftæ ? 
sansot 
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« Look up, my ZELica—one moment show 
« Those gentle eyes to me, that I may know 
«Thy life, thy loveliness is not all gone, 
« But there, at least, shines as it ever shone. 
« Come, look upon thy Azim—one dear glance, 
« Like those of old, were heaven! whatever chance 
« Hath brought thee here, O, ’twas a blessed one! 
« There—my loved lips—they move—that kiss hath run 
« Like the first shoot of life through every vein, 
& And now I clasp her, mine, all mine agam. 
«O the delight—now, in this very hour, 
« When, had the whole rich world been in my power, 
«TI should have sing'ed out thee, only thee, 
& From the whole world’s collected treasury— 
«To have thee here—to hang thus fondly o’?er 


«My own best, purest ZeLica once more !?? 


It was indeed the touch of those fond lips 
Upon her eyes that chased their short eclipse, 
And, gradual as the snow, at heaven”’s breath, 
Melts off and shows the azure flowers beneath, 
Her lids unclosed, and the bright eyes were seen 
Gazing on his—not; as they late had been, 
Quick, restless, wild, but mournfully serene: 

As if to lie, ev’n for that tranced minute, 


So near his heart, had consolation in it; 


/ 
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And thus to wake in his beloved caress 

Took from her soul one half its wretchedness. 
But, when she heard him call her good and pure, 
O, ’twas too much—too dreadful to endure! 
Shuddering she broke away from his embrace, 
And, hiding with both hands her guilty face, 
Said, in a tone whose anguish would have riven 


À heart of very marble, « Pure!—O heaven !?’— 


That tone—those looks so changed—the witherng 
blight, 
That sin and sorrow leave where’er they light ; 
The dead despondency of those sunk eyes, 
Where once, had he thus met her by surprise, 
He would have seen himself, too happy boy, 
Reflected in a thousand lights of joy ; 
And then the place,—that bright, unholy place, 
Where vice lay hid beneath each winning grace 
And charm of luxury, as the viper weaves 
Its wily covering of sweet balsam leaves, — 
AI struck upon his heart, sudden and cold 
As death itself ;—it needs not to be told— 
No, no—he sees it all, plain as the brand 


Of burning shame can mark—whate’er ‘he hand, 


a «Concerning the vipers, which Pliny says were frequent among the 
balsam-trees, I made very particular inquiry; several were brought me alive 
both to Yambo and Jidda.”— Bruce. 
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That could from heaven and him such brightness sever, 
YTis done—to heaven and him she’s lost for ever! 

It was a dreadful moment; not the tears, 

‘The lingering, lasting misery of years 

Could match that minute’s anguish—all the worst 

Of sorrow’s elements in that dark burst 

Broke o’er his soul, and, with one crash of fate, 

Laid the whole hopes of his life desolate. 


«O! curse me not,” she cried, as wild he tossed 
His desperate hand towards heaven—though I am lost, 
«Think not that guilt, that falsehood made me fall ; 
:6No, no—twas grief, ’twas madness did it all! 

« Nay, doubt me not—though all thy love hath ceased— 
«I know it hath—yet, yet believe, at least, 

«That every spark of reason’s light must be 

« Quenched in this brain, ere I could stray from thee. 
«They told me thou wert dead—why, Azm, why 
«Did we not, both of us, that instant die 

« When we were parted? O! couldst thou but know 
« With what a deep devotedness of woe 

«T wept thy absence—o?er and o’er again 

«Thinking of thee, still thee, till thought grew pain, 
ce And merory, like a drop that, night and day, 

« Falls cold and ceaseless, wore my heart away. 

« Didst thou but know how pale I sat at home, 


«My eyes still turned the way thou wert to come, 
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6 And, all the long, long night of hope and fear, 
«Thy voice and step still sounding in my ear— 

« (Q God! thou wouldst not wonder that, at last, 

« When every hope wa; all at once o’ercast, 

« When I heard frightful voices round me say, 

«ce Azim is dead !—this wretched brain gave way, 

6 And I became a wreck, at random driven, 

« Without one glimpse of reason or of heaven— 

« All wild—and ev’n this quenchless love within 

« Turned to foul fires to light me into sin!— 
«Thou pitiest me—T knew thou wouldst—that sky 
« Hath naught beneath it half so lorn as I. 

«The fiend, who lured me hither—hist! come near 
6 Or thou too, thou art lost, if he should hear— 

« Told me such things—O! with such devilish art, 
€ As would have rod ev’n à holier heart— 

«: Of thee, and of that ever-radiant sphere, 

se Where blessed at length, if I but served him here, 
«I should for ever live in thy dear sight, | 

& And drink from those pure eyes eternal light. 
«Think, think how lost, how maddened I must be, 
«To hope that guilt could lead to God or thee! 
«Thou weep’st for me—do weep—0O that I durst 
«: Kiss off that tear! but, no—these lips are cursed, 
«They must not touch thee ; —one divine caress, 


« One blessed moment :f forgetfulness 
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_«Tve had within those arms, and that shall lie, 

« Shrined in my soul’s deep memory till I die: 
«The last of joy’s last relics here below, 

« The one sweet drop, in all this waste of woe, 

« My heart has treasured from affection’s spring, 
«To sonthe and cool its deadly withering! 

« But thou—yes, thou must go—for ever go. 

« This place is not for thee—for thee! O, no; 

« Did I hut tell thee half, thy tortured brain 

ce Would burn like mine, and mine go wild again! 
« Enough, that Guilt reigns here—that hearts, once good, 
« Now tainted, chilled, and broken, are his food.— 
« Enough, that we are parted—that there rolls 

« A flood of headlong fate between our souls, 

« Whose darkness severs me as wide from thee 


« As hell from heaven, to all eternity !”? 


« Zerica, Zeica !” the youth exclaimed, 
In all the tortures of a mind inflamed 
Alms st to madness—:cby that sacred heaven, 
« Where yet, if prayers can move, thou’lt be forgiven, 
« As thou art here—here, in this writhing heart, 
€ AI sinful, wild, an 1 rumed as thou art!— 
«By the remembrance of our once pure love, 
« Which, like a churchyard light, still burns above 
«The grave of our lost souls—which guik in thee 


‘€ Cannot extinguish, nor despair in me !—- 
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I do conjure, implore thee to fly hence ; 
«If thou hast yet one spark of innocence, 


29 


“Fly with me from this place 


«With thee! O bliss! 
«?Tis worth whole years of torment to hear this. 
« What! take the lost one with thee ?—let her rove 
«By thy dear side, as in those days of love, 
« When we were both so happy, both so pure— 
“Too heavenly dream ! if there’s on earth a cure 
«For the sunk heart, ’tis this—day after day 
“To be the blest companion of thy way; 
«To hear thy angel eloquence—to see 
«Those virtuous eyes for ever turned on me; 
‘ And, in their light re-chastened silently, 
« Like the stained web that whitens in the sun, 
é Grow pure by being purely shone upon! 
« And thou wilt pray for me—I know thou wilt : 
« At the dim vesper hour, when thoughts of guilt 
« Come heaviest o’er the heart, thou’lt lift thine eyes, 
«Full of sweet tears, unto the darkening skies, 
« And plead for me with Heaven, till I can dare 
‘To fix my own weak, sinful glances there ; 
«Till the good angels, when they see me cling 
« For ever near thee, pale and sorrowing, 
“€ Shall for thy sake pronounce my soul forgiven, 
« And bid thee take thy weeping slave to heaven. 


‘O' yes, VI fly with à re—"”? 
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Scarce had she said 
These breathless words, when a voice deep and dread 
As that of Monxer, waking up the dead 
From their first sleep—so startling ’twas to both— 
Rung through the casement near, € Thy oath! thy oath .” 
O Heaven, the ghastliness of that Maiïd’s look !— 
«?Tis he, faintly she cried, white terror shook 
Her inmost core, nor durst she lift her eyes, 
Though through the casement, now, naught but the skies 
And moonlight fields were seen, calm as before— 
«?Tis he, and I am his—all, all is o’er! 
6 Go—fy this instant, or thou’rt ruined too— 
«My oath, my oath, O God! ?tis all too true, 
«True as the worm in this cold heart it is— 
«I an Mokaxwa’s bride—his, Azm, his— 
«The Dead stood round us, while I spoke that vow, 
« Their blue lips echoed it—I hear them now! 
« Their eyes glared on me, while I pledged that bowl- 
«was burning blood—T feel it in my soul! 
« And the Veiled Bridegroom—hist! Tl’ve seer\ to-night 
« What angels know not of—so foul a sight, 
« So horrible—O! never mayst thou see 
ce What there lies hid from all but hell and me‘ 
« But I must hence—Off, off—T am not thine, 
« Nor Heaven’s, nor Love’s, nor aught that is divine! 
« Hold me not—Ha! think’st thou the fiends that sever 


« Hearts canrot sunder hands ?—Thus, then--for ever !? 
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With all that strength which madness lends the weak, 
She Qurg away his arm, and, with a shriek, 
Whose sound, though he should hnger out more years 
Than wretch e’er told, can never leave his ears— 
Flew up through that long avenue of light, 
Fleetly as some dark, ominous bird of night 


Across the sun, and soon was out of sight! 


Larza Rookx could think of nothing all day but the 
misery of these two young loyers. Her gayety was gone, 
and she looked pensively even upon Fapzapeen. She felt, 
too, without knowing why, a sort of uneasy pleasure in 
imegirieg that Azrx must have been just such a youth as 
SERAMOKZ; just as worthy to enjoy all the hlessings, without 
any of the pags, of that illusive passion, which too often, 
like the sunny apples of Istkahar,® is all sweetness on one 


sie, 4nû all bittercess cn the otler. 


As they passed along a sequestered nver after sunset, 
they ssw a ycung Hindos girl upon the bank! whase 
employruent séemed io them so s:ange, that they stopped 
cheir palankeens to observe her. She had lighted a smal 
Jamp, filed with oïl of cocoa, and, placing it in an earthen 
dish, adorned with a wreath of flowers, had committed it 
with a trembling hand to the stream; and was now anxiously 
satching its progress down the current, heed ess of the gay 


avalcade which had drawn up beside her. Lara Rooknx 


“In the territory of Istkahar there is a kind of apple, half of which is sweet 
anu nalf sour—Ebn Haukal. 


» For an account of this ceremony, see Grandpré’s Voyage in the Indian | 
Ocean, 
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was all curiosity;—when one of her attendants, who hat 
lved upon the banks of the Ganges, (where this ceremony 
so frequent, that often, in the dusk of the evening, the river 
seen glittering all over with hghts, like the Oton-tala or 
Sea of Stars,*) informed the Princess that it was the usual way 
in which the friends of those who had gone on dangerous 
voyages offered up vows for their safe return. If the lamp 
sunk immediately, the omen was disastrous: but 1f it went 
shisung down the stream, and continued to burn till entirely 
out of sight, the return of the beloved object was considere. 


as certain. 


Lazra Rooku, as they moved on, more than once looked 
rack, to observe how the young Hindoc’s lamp proceeded ; 
snd, while she saw with pleasure that ii was still unextin 
guished, she could not help fearing that all the hopes of this 
life were no better than that feeble light upon the river. The 
remander of the journey was passed in silence. She now, 
for the first time, felt that shade of melancholv, which comes 
over the youthful maiden’s heart, as sweet and transient as 
her owr breath upon a mirror; nor was it till she heard 
the lute of FEramorz, touched lightly at the door of her 
pavilion, that she waked from the reverie in which she had 


a a The place where the Whangho, a river of Tibet, rises, and where there 
are more than a hundred springs, which sparkle like stars; whence it is called 
Hotun-x.xr, that is, the Sea of Stars”’— Description of Tibet in Pinkerton. 
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been wandering. Instantly her eyes were lighted up with 
pleasure; and, after a few unheard remarks from FADLADEEN 
upon the indecorum of a poet seating himself in presence 
of a Princess, every thing was arranged as on the preceding 
evening, and all listened with eagerness, while the story was 


thus continue :— 


Re 


\ 
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Wuxose are the gilded tents that crowd the way, 
Where all was waste and silent yesterday ? 
This City of War which, in a few short hours, 
Hath sprung up here,“ as if the magic powers 
Of Him who, in the twinkling of a star, 
Built the high pillared halls of CHicminar," 


8 «The Lescar or Imperial Camp is divided, like a regular town, into 
squares, aileys, and streets, and from a rising ground furnishes one of the most 
egreeable prospects in the world. Starting up in a few hours in an uninhabited - 
plain, it raises the idea of a city built by enchantment. Even those who leave 
their houses in cities to follow the prince in his progress, are frequently so 
charmed with the Lescar, when situated in a beautiful and convenient place 
that they cannot prevail with themselves to remove. T'o prevent this inconve 
nience to the court, the Emperor, after sufficient time is allowed to the tradesmen 
to follow, orders them to be burnt out of their tents.— Dow’s Hindostan. 

Colonel Wilks gives a lively picture of an Eastern encampment :—« His 
camp, like that of most Indian armies, exhibited a motley collection of covers 
from the scorching sun and dews of the night, variegated according to the taste 
or means of each individual, by extensive enclosures of coloured calico surround- 
ing superb suites of tents; by ragged cloths or blankets stretched over sticks or 
vranches; palm leaves hastily spread over similar supports: handsomco tents and 
splendid canopies; horses, oxen, elephants, and camels ; alj intermixed without 
any exterior mark of order or design, except the flage of the chiefs, whien usual!y 
mark the centres of a congeries of these masws; the only regular part of tha 
encampment being the streets of shops, each of which is constructed nearly in 
the manner of a booth at an Engjlish fair.”—Historu ul Sketcies of 1e Scwts 
India. 

b The edifices of Chilminar and Balbec are su" 03: 10 have been raii L» 
the Genii, acting under the orders of Jan ben Jan, was , rvemned tle worid 114 
before the tina of Adam. 
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Had conjured up, far as the eye can ace, 

This world of tents, and domes, ant suauright armnon fy ?-— 
Princely pavilions, screened by many a fold 

Of crimson cloth, and topped with balls of wold :—- 
Steeds, with their housings of rich silver spin, 

Theïr chains and poitrels glittering in the sun; 

And camels, tufted o’er with Yemen’s shells,* 


Shaking in every breeze their light-toned bells. 


But yester-eve, so motionless around, 
So mute was this wide plain, that not a sound 
But the far torrent, or the locust bird? 
Hunting among the thickets, could be heard ;- 
Yet hark! what discords now, of every kind, 
Shouts, laughs, and screams are revelling in the wind; 
The neigh of cavalry ;—the tinkling throngs 


Of laden camels and their drivers’ SONgS ; — 


, * À superb camel, ornamented with strings and tufts of small shells”— 
Ah Bey. 
Pb À native of Khorassan, and allured southward by means of the water of a 
fountain between Shiraz and Ispahan, called the Fountain of Birds, of which it 
is so fond that it will follow wherever that water is carried. 


© « Some of the camels have bells about their necks, and some about their 


legs, like those which our carriers put about their fore-horses’ necks, which, 


together with the servants (who belong to the camels, and travel on foot) singing 


all n:ght, make a pleasant noise, and the journey passes away delightf#Ily.”- 
Pis Account of the Mahometans. 


«The camel-driver follows the camels singing, and sometimes playing upon 


his pipe ; the louder he sings and pipes, the faster the camels go. Nay. they 
wi] stand still when he gives over his music.” — Tavernier. | 


” 
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Ringing of arms, and flapping in the breeze 

Of streamers from ten thousand canopies ;— 
War-music, bursting out from time to time, 

With gong and tymbalon’s tremendous chime ;— 
Or, in the pause, when harsher sounds are mute, 
The mellow breathings of some horn or flute, 
That far off, broken by the eagle note 

Of th’ Abyssinian trumpet,* swell and float. 


Who leads this mighty army !—ask ye € who ?? 
And mark ye not those banners of dark hue, 
The Night and Shadow,” over yonder tent ?— 

It is the Carrræ’s glorious armament. 

Roused in his Palace by the dread alarms, 

That hourly came, of the false Prophet’s arms, 
And of his host of infidels, who hurled 

Defance fierce at Islam,° and the world,— 
Though worn with Grecian warfare, and behind 
The veils of his bright Palace calm reclined, 

Yet brooked he not such blasphemy should stain, 


Thus unrevenged, the evening of his reign; 


a «This trumpet is often called, in Abyssinia, nesser cano, which sigrihes 
de Note of the Eagle”—Note of Bruces Editor. k 

b The two black standards borne before the Caliphs of the House of Abbas 
ere called, allegorically, The Night and The Shadow.—See Gibbon. 

e The Mahometau religion. 


» 
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But, having sworn upon the Holy Grave* 


To conquer o to perish, once more gave 


- His shadowy banners proudly to the breeze, 


And with an army nursed in victories, 


Here stands to crush the rebels that o’errun 


His blest and Yeauteous 


Ne’er did the march 
Such pomp before ;—no 


To M£cca’s Temple, w 


Province of the Sun. 


of Marant display 
t ev’n when on his way 


hen both land and sea 


Were spoiled to feed the Pilgrim’s luxury ; ? 


When round him, mid the burning sands, he saw 


© Fruits of the North in icy freshness thaw, 


And cooled his thirsty lip, beneath the glow 


Of Mecc4’s sun, with urns of Persian SNOW : “— 


Nor e’er did armament more grand than that 


Pour from the kingdoms of the Caliphat. 


First, in the van, the People of the Rock, * 


On their light mountain 


Steeds, of royal stock ; ° 


2 «The Persians swear by the Tomb of Shah Besade, who is buried at 


Casbin; and when one desires 


another to asseverate a matter, he will ask him 


if he dare swear by the Holy Grave” —Srruy. 


b Mahadi, in a single pilgrima 


_ of gold. 


ge to Mecca, expended six millions of dinars 


€ Nivem Meccam apportavit, rem ibi aut Tunquam aut raro visam.—Abulfeda. 


d The inhabitants of Hejaz or Arabia Petræa, 


called by an Eastern writer 


\ # The People of the Rock.” Eh» Haukal. 


e «'Those horses, called by 


the Arabians Kochlani, of whom a written 


genealogy has been kept for two thousand Jears. They are said to derive their 
origin from Kins Solomon’s steeds.”— Nicbuhr, 


\ 
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Then, chieftains of Damascus proud to see 

The flashing of their swords? rich marquetry ;* 
Men from the regions near the Vorca?s mouth, 
Mixed with the rude, black archers of the South ; 
And Indian lancers, in white-turbaned ranks, 
From the far Snpe, or Arrocx?s sacred banks, 
With dusky legions from the Land of Myrrh,” 


And many a mace-armed Moor, and Mid-sea islander 


Nor less in number, though more new and rude 
In warfare’s school, was the vast multitude 
That, fired by zeal, or by oppression wronged, 
Round the white standard of th? Impostor thronged, 
Beside his thousands of Believers—blind, 
Burning and headlong as the Samiel wind— 
Many who felt, and more who feared to feel 
The bloody Islamite’s converting steel, 
Flocked to his banner ;—Chiefs of th? UzBEx race, 
Waving their heron crests with martial grace ; ° 


Turkomans, countless as their flocks, led forth 
From th’ aromatic pastures of the North; 


a « Many of the figures on the blades of their swords are wrought in gold 
or silver, or in marquetry with small gems.”—/siat. Misc. v. i. 
b Azab or Saba. 
e «The chiefs of the Uzbek T'artars wear a plume of white heron’s fcathers 
in their turbans”’--Account of Independent Tartury. : 
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Wild warriors of the turquoise hills, —and those 
Wio dwell beyond the everlasting snows 

Of Hipoo Kosu,” in stormy freedom bred, 

Their fort the rock, their camp the torrent’s bed. 
But none, of all who owned the Chief’s command, 
Rushed to that battle-field with bolder hand, 

Or sterner hate, than Iran’s outlawed men, 

Her Worshippers of Fire°—ail panting then 

For vengeance on th? accursed Saracen ; 
Vengeance at last for their dear country spurned 
Her throne usurped, and her bright shrines o’erturned. 
From Yezp’s* eternal Mansion of the F ire, 

Where aged saints in dreams of heaven expire ; 
From Bapku, and those fountains of blue flame 


That burn into the Caspran,° fierce they came, 


® In the mountains of Nishapour and Tous (in Khorassan) they find tur 
quoises.—Ebn Haukal. 


b For a description of these stupendous ranges of mountains, see Elphin- 
stone’s Caubul. 

€ The Ghebers or Guebres, those original natives of Persia, who adhered tu 
their ancient faith, the religion of Zoroaster, and who, after the conquest of their 
country by the Arabs, were either persecuted at home, or forced to become wan- 
derers abroad. 

1 & Vezd, the chief residence of those ancient natives, who worship the Sun 
and the Fire, which latter they have carefully kept lighted, without being once 
extinguished for a moment, about three thousand years, on a mountain near 
Vezd, called Ater Quedah, signifying the House or Mansion of the Fire. He 
is reckoned very unfortunate who dies off that mountain.” 

e « When the weather is hazy, 


—Siephen’s Persia. 
the springs of naphtha (on an island near 


Baku) boil up the higher, and the naphtha often takes fire on the surface of the . 


eartk, and runs in a flame into the sea to a distance almost incredible.”— Han 
way on the Everlasting Fire at Baku. 
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Careless for what or whom the blow was sped, 


So vengeance triumphed, and their tyrants bled. 


Such was the wild and miscellaneous host, 
That high in air their motley banners tossed 
Around the Prophet-Chief—all eyes still bent 
Upon that glittering Veil, where’er it went, 
That beacon through the battle’s stormy flood, 


That rainbow of the field, whose showers were blood! 


Twice hath the sun upon their conflict set, 
And risen again, and found them grappling yet; 
While streams of carnage, in his noontide blaze, 
Smoke up to heaven—hot as that crimson haze, 
By which the prostrate Caravan is awed,* 

In the red Desert, when the wind’s abroad. 

« On, Swords of God !?? the panting CaLrrx calls, 

« Thrones for the livng—heaven for him who falls !?— 
« On, brave avengers, on,” MoxanNa cries, 

« And Eezrs blast the recreant slave that flies 

Now comes the brunt, the crisis of the day— 


They clash—they strive—the Carxpæs troops give waÿ! 


a Savary says of the south wind, which blows in Egypt from February te 
May, «“Sometimes it appears only in the shape of an impetuous whirlwind, 
which passes rapid! y, and is fatal to the traveller, surprised in the middle of the 
deserts. Torrents of burning sand roll before it, the firmament is enveloped 
_ in a thick veil, and the sun appears of the colour nf blood. Sometimes whole 
earavans are huried in it.” 


gr 
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Moxanx4s seif plucks the black Banner down, 
And now the Orient World’s Imperial crown 
Is just within his grasp—when, hark, that shout! 
Some hand hath checked the flying Moslem’s rout ; 
And now they turn, they rally—at their head 
À warrior, (like those angel youths who led, 
In glorious panoply of Heaven’s own mail, 
The Champions of the Faith through Bener’s vale,*) 
Bold as if gifted with ten thousand lives, 
Turns on the fierce pursuers’ blades, and &ives 
Ât once the multitudinous torrent Lack— 
While hope and courage kindle in his uack, 

_ And, at each step, his bloody falchion makes 
Terrible vistas through which victory breaks! 
In vain Mokanwa, midst the general flight, 
Stands, like the red moon, on some stormy night, 
Among the fugitive clouds, that, hurrying by, 
Leave only her unshaken in the sky— 
In vain he yells his desperate curses out, 
Deals death promiscuously to all about, 
To foes that charge and coward friends that fly, 
And seems to all the Great Arch-enemy, 
The panic spreads—«t A miracle !” throughout 


The Moslem ranks, a miracle !°? they shout, 


8 In the great victory gained by Mahomed at Beder, he was assisted, say th. 
Mussulmans, by three thousand angels, led by Gabriel, mounted on lis hoïss 
. Hiazum.—See The Koran and its Commentators. ? 
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All gazing on that youth, whose coming seems 
A light, a glory, such as breaks im dreams; 
And every sword, true as o’er billows dim 


The needle tracks the load-star, following him! 


Right towards Moxanxa now he cleaves his p <h, 
Impatient cleaves, as though the bolt of wrath 
He bears from Heaven withheld its awful burst 
From weaker heads, and souls but halfway cursed 
To break o’er Him, the mightiest and the worst! 
But vain his speed—though, in that hour of blood, 
Had all God’s seraphs round Moxawxa stood, 
With swords of fire, ready like fate to fall, 
Moxanwa’s soul would have defied them all, 
Yet now, the rush of fugitives, too strong 
For human force, hurries ev’n him along: 
In vain he struggles mid the wedged array 
Of fiying thousands—he is borne away ; 
And the sole joy his baffled spirit knows, 
In this forced flight, is—murdering as he goes! 
As a grim tiger, whom the torrent’s might 
Surprises in some parched ravine at night, 
Turns, ev’n in drowning, on the wretched flocks, 
Swept with him in that snow-flood from the rocks, 
- And, to the last, devouring on his way, 


Bloodies the stream he hath not power to stay. 


116 LALLA ROOKH. s 


& Alla illa Alla!”—the glad shout renew— 
& Alla Akbar ?%—the Caliph’s nm Merow. 
Hang out your gilded tapestry in the streets, 
And light your shrines and chant your ziraleets,” 
The Swords of God have triumphed—on his throne 
Your Caliph sits, and the Veiled Chief hath flown. 
Who does not envy that young warrior now, 
To whom the Lord of Islam bends his brow, 
In all the graceful gratitude of power, 
For lis throne’s safety in that perilous hour ? 
Who doth not wonder, when, amidst th? acclaim 
Of thousands, heralding to heaven his name,— 
Mid all those holier harmor ies of fame, 
Which sound along the path of virtuous souls, 
Like music round a planet as it rolls,— 
He turns away—coldly, as if some gloom 
Hung o’er his heart no triumphs can illume ;— 
Some sightless grief, upon whose blasted gaze 
Though glorÿ’s light may play, in vain it plays. 
Yes, wretched Azm! thine is such a grief, 
Beyond all hope, all terror, all relief; 
À dark, cold calm, which nothing now can break, 


Or warm, or brighten,—like that Syrian Lake,° 


a The Tecbir, or cry of the Arabs. «Alla Acbar !”? says Ockley, means 
s God is most mighty.” 

b The ziraleet is a kind of chorus, which the women of the East sing 
joyful occasions.— Russel. 

€ The Dead Sea, which contains neither animal nor vegetable life. 
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Upon whose surface morn and summer shed 

Their smiles in vain, for all beneath is dead !— 

Hearts there have been, o’er which this weight of woe 
Came by long use of suflering, tame and slow; 

But thine, lost youth! was sudden—over thee 

It broke at once, when all seemed ecstasy ; 

When Hope looked up, and saw the gloomy Past 
Melt into splendour, and Bliss dawn at last— 

”Twas then, ev’n then, o?er joys so freshly blown, 
This mortal blight of misery came down ; 

Ev’n then, the full, warm gushings of thy heart 

Were checked—like fount-drops, frozen as they start— 
And there, like them, cold, sunless relics hang, 


Each fixed and chilled into a lasting pang. 


One sole desire, one passion ncw remains 
To keep life’s fever still within his veins,— 
Vengeance !—dire vengeance on the wretch who cast 
O’er him and all he loved that ruinous blast. 
For this, when rumours reached him in his flight 
Far, far away, after that fatal night, — 
Rumours of armies, thronging to th’ attack 
Of the Veiled Chief, —for this he winged hi back, 
Fleet as the vulture speeds to flags unfurled, 
And, when all hope seemed desperate, wildly hurel 


Himself into the scale, and saved a world. 
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For this he still lives on, careless of all 
The wreaths that Glory on his path lets fall : 
For this alone exists—like lightning-fire, 


To speed one bolt of vengeance, and expire! 


But safe as yet that Spirit of Evil lives; 
With a small band of desperate fugitives, 
The last sole stubborn fragment, left unriveu, 
Of the proud host that late stood fronting Heaven, 
He gaimed Mrrou—breathed a short curse of blood 
O’er his lost throne—then passed the Jrxow”’s flood, * 
And gathering all, whose madness of belief 
Still saw a Saviour in their downfallen Chief, 
Raised the white banner within Nexsxep’s gates,? 


And there, untamed, th’ approaching conqueror waits 


Of all his Haram, all that busy hive, 
With music and with sweets sparkling alive, 
He took but one, the partner of his füght, 
One—not for love—not for her beauty’s light— 
No, Zerica stood withering midst the gay, 
Wan as the blossom that fell yesterday 
From th? Alma tree and dies, while overhead 


To-day’s young flower is springing in its stead.® 


8 The ancient Oxus. b A city of Transoxiana. 
e « You can never cast your eyes en this tree, but you mcet therc either 
Elossoms or fruit; and as the blossom C:ops underneath on the ground, (which 
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O, not for love—the deepest Damned must be 
Touched with Heaven’s glory, ere such fiends as he 
Can feel one glimpse of Love’s divinity. 

But no, she is his victim ;—{here lie all 

Her charms for him—charms that can never pall, 
As long as hell within his heart can str, 

Or one faint trace of Heaven is left in her. 

To work an angel’s ruin,—to behold 

As white a page as Virtue e’er unrolled 

Blacken, beneath his touch, into a scroll 

Of damning sins, sealed with a burning soul- 
This is his triumph ; this the joy accursed, 

That ranks him among demons all but first: 

This gives the victim, that before him lies 
Blighted and lost, a glory in his eyes, 

A light like that with which hell-fire illumes 


The ghastly, writhing wretch whom it consumes! 


But other tasks now wait him—tasks that neea 
All the deep daringness of thought and deed 
With which the Dives® have gifted him—for mark, 
Over yon plains, which night had else made dark, 


3 frequentiv covered with these purple-coloured flowers,) athers come forth 
their stead,” &c. &c.— Nieuhoff. 
a ‘The Demons of the Persian mythology. 
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Those janerns, countless as the winged lighte 

That spangle Inpr4’s fields on showery nights."— 
Far as their formidable gleams they shed, 

The mighty tents of the beleaguerer spread 
Glimmering along th’ horizon’s dusky line, 

And thence in nearer circles, till they shine 

Among the founts and groves, o’er which the town 
In all its armed magnificence looks down. 

Yet, fearless, from his lofty battlements 

Mokanna views that multitude of tents ; 

Nay, smiles to think that, though entoiled, beset, 
Not less than myriads dare to front him yet ;— 

That friendless, throneless, he thus stands at bay, 
Ev’n thus a match for myriads such as they. 

0 for a sweep of that dark Angels Wing, 

“ Who brushed the thousands of the Assyrian King” 
“To darkness in a moment, that I might 

“People hel?s chambers with yon host to-night! 

‘ But, come what may, let who will grasp the throne, 
“ Caliph or Prophet, Man alike shall groan ; 

« Let who will torture him, Priest—Caliph—King— 
“ Alike this loathsome world of his shall ring 

« With victims” shrieks and howlings of the slave, — 


“ Sounds that shall glad me ev’n within my grave !” 


« Uarreri mentions the fire-flies in India during the rainy season See b 
Fravels. 
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Thus to himself—but to the scanty train 

Still left around him, a far different strain :-— 

« Glorious Defenders of the sacred Crown 

&T bear from Heaven, whose light nor blood shal droym 
« Nor shadow of earth eclipse ;—before whose gens 
«The paly pomp of this world’s diadems, 

«The crown of GERAsSED, the pillared throne 

& Of Parviz,* and the heron crest that shone,” 

« Magnificent, o’er Ars beauteous eyes,° 

‘6 Fade like the stars when morn is in the skies: 

“ Warriors, rejoice—the port to which we’ve pass. 
‘O’er Destiny’s dark wave, beams out at last! 

« Victory’s our own—tis written in that Book 

« Upon whose leaves none but the angels look, 
«That Iscam’s sceptre shall beneath the power 

«Of her great foe fall broken in that hour, 

« When the moon’s mighty orb, before all eyes, 

€ From NexsxeB’s Holy Well portentously shall rise! 


a Chosroes. For the description of his Throne or Palace, see Gibbon and 
D'He: belot. 

There was said to be under this Throne or Palace of Khosrou Parviz a 
hundred vaults filled with “treasures so immense that some Mahometan writers 
wll us, their Prophet, to encourage his disciples, carried them to a rock, which 
at his command opened, and gave them a prospect through it of the treasures of 
Khosrou.”— Universal History. 

b «The crown of Gerashid is cloudy and tarnished betore the heron tuft of 
thy turban”’—From one of the elegies or songs in praise of Ali, written i 
characters of gold round the gallery of Abbas’s tomb.—See Chardin. 

ce The beauty « Alÿs eyes was so remarkable, that whenever the Persians 
would describe any thing as very lcvely, they say it is Ayn Hali, or the Eyes ot 
Ali. —Chardin. 


122 LALLA ROOKH. 


€ 
= a me es 


« Now tun and see !?? 
They turned, and as he spake, 

A sudden splendour all around them broke, 

And they beheld an orb, ample 2 d bright, 

Rise from the Holy Well, and cast its light 

Round the rich city and the plain for miles, —- 

Flinging such radiance o’er the gilded tiles 

Of many a dome and fair-roofed imaret 

As autumn suns shed round them when they set. 

Instant from all who saw th? illusive sign 

À murmur broke—-t Miraculous! divine”? 

The Gheber bowed, thinking his idol star 

Had waked, and burst impatient through the bar 

Of midnight, to inflame him to the war; 

While he of Mouss4’s creed saw, in that ray, 

The glorious Light which, in his freedom’s day, 

Had rested on the Ark,e and now again 


Shone out to bless the breaking of his chain. 


2 We are not told more of this trick of the Impostor, than that it was «une 
machine, qu’il disoit être la Lune” According to Richardson, the miracle is 
_perpetuated in Nekscheb.—«Nakshab, the name of a city in Transoxiana, 

where they say there is a well, in which the appearance of the moon is to be 
gen night and day.” 

b «II amusa pendant deux mois le peuple de la ville de Nekhscheb, en 
faisant sortir toutes les nuits du fond d’un puits un corps lummeux semblable 
à Lune, qui portoit sa lumière jusqu’à la distance de plusieus mil'es”’— 
D Herbelot. Hence he was called Sazendéhmah, or the Moon-maker. 

s The Shechinah, c# ed Falinat in the Koran.—See Sae’s Note, chap. ik 
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«To victory !? is at once the ery of all— 
Nor stands Moxanna loitering at {hat call— 
But instant the huge gates are flung aside, 
And forth, like a diminutive mountain-tide 
Into the boundless sea, they speed their course 
Right on into the Mosrem’s mighty force. / 
The watchmen of the camp,—who, in their rounds, 
. Had paused, and ev’n forgot the punctual sounds 
Of the small drum with which they count the night,* 
To gaze upon that supernatural light, — 
Now sink beneath an unexpected arm, L 
And in a death-oroan give their last alarm. 
(€ On for the lamps, that light yon lofty screen,’ 
& Nor blunt your blades with massacre so mean ; 
« There rests the CariPH—speed—one lucky lance 
& May now achieve mankind’s deliverance.?? 
Desperate the die—such as they only cast, 
Who venture for a world, and stake their last. 
But Fate’s no longer with him—blade for blade 


Springs up to meet them through the glimmering shade, 


à The parts of the night are made known as well by instruments of musaic, 
3 by the rourds of the watchmen with cries and small drums.—See Purder’s & 
Oriental Customs, vol. i. p. 119. 
b'fhe Serrapurda, high screens of red cloth, stiffened witn cane, used to 
enclose à considerable space round the royal tents.—Notes on the Fahardanush. 
The teuts of Princes were gencrally illuminated. Norden tells us that the 
tent of the Bey of Girge was distingüished from the other tents by forty lanterns 
being suspended before it—See Harmer’s Observations on Job, 
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And, as the clash is heard, new legions soon 

Pour to the spot, like bees of KAUZEROON ? 

To the shrill timbrel’s summons,—till, at length, 

The mighty camp swarms out in all its strength, 
And back to Nexsnee’s gates, covering the pla 
With random slaughter, drives th’ adventurous train; 
Among the last of whom the Silver Veil 

Is seen glittering at times, like the white sul 

Of some tossed vessel, on a stormy night, 


Catching the tempest’s momentary light! 


And hath not {his brought the proud spirit lowr 
Nor dashed his brow, nor checked his daring? No. 
Though half the wretches, whom at night he led 
To thrones and victory, lie dissgraced and dead, 
Yet morning hears him, with unshrinking crest, 
Still vaunt of thrones and victory to the rest ;— 
And they believe him !—O, the lover may 
Distrust that look which steals his soul away ; — 
The babe may cease to think that it can play 
With heaven’s rainbow ;—alchymists may doubt 
The shining gold their crucible gives out ; 

But Faith, fanatic Faith, once wedded fast 


To some dear falsehood, hugs it to the last, 


Dr s 
* « Prom the groves of orange-trces a Kauzeroon the bees cal! a cekbrated 
goney. —]Moriers Travels 
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And well th? Enpostor knew all lures and arts, 
That Lucirer e’er taught to tangle hearts, 
Nor, mid these last bold workings of his plot 
Against men’s souls, is ZELrca forgot. 
Ill-fated Zerica! had reason been 
Avwake, through half the horrors thou hast seen, 
Thou never couldst have borne it—Death had come 
At once, and taken thy wrung spirit home. 
But ’twas not so—a torpor, a suspense 
Of thought, almost of life, came o’er the intense 
And passionate struggles of that fearful night, 
When her last hope of peace and heaven took flight; 
And though, at times, a gleam of frenzy broke, 
As through some dull volcano’s veil of smoke 
Ominous flashings now and then will start, 
Which show the fire’s still busy at its heart, 
Yet was she mostly wrapped in solemn gloom, :- 
Not such as Azrw’s, brooding o?er its doom, 
And calm without, as is the brow of death, 
While busy worms are gnawing underneath— 
But in a blank and pulseless torpor, free 
From thought or pain, a sealed-up apathy, 
Which left her oft, with scarce one living thil, 


The cold, pale victim of her torturer’s will. 


Again, as in Merou, he had her decked 


Gorgeously out, the Priestess of the sect ; 
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And lai her glttermg forth before the eyes 

Of his rude train, as to a sacrifice, — 

Pallid as she, the young, devoted Bride 

Of the fierce Nice, when, decked in all the pride 
Of nuptial pomp, she sinks into his tide.* 

And while the wretched maid hung down her head, 
And stood, as one just risen from the dead, 

Amid that gazing crowd, the fiend would tell 

His credulous slaves it was some charm or spell 
Possessed her now,—and from that darkened trance 
Should dawn ere long their Faith?s deliverance. 

Or if, at times, goaded by guilty shame, 

Her soul was roused, and words of wildness came, 
Instant the bold blasphemer would translate 

Her ravings into oracles of fate, 

Would haïl Heaven’s signals in her flashing eyes, 


And call her shrieks the language of the skies! 


But vam at length his arts—despair is seen 
Gathermg around ; and famine comes to glean 
All that the sword hath left unreaped :—in vaia 


At morn and eve, across the northern plam 


| a « À custom, still subsisting at this day, seems to me to prove that the 

gigyptians formerly sacriliced a young virgin to the God of the Nile; for they 
now make a statue of earth in shape of a girl, to which tiey give the name of 
the Betrothed Bride and throw it into the river.”—Savars 
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He luoks impatient for the promised spears 

Of the wild Hordes and TarrAR mountaineers, 
They come not—while his fierce beleagnerers pour 
Engines of havoc in, unknown before,* 
An horrible as new ;°—javelins, that fly 


Inwreathed with smoky flames through the dark sky, 


a Thet they knew the secret of the Greek fire among the Mussulmans early 
iu the eleventh century, appears from Dow’s Account of Mamood I. «When 
he arrived at Moultan, finding that the country of the Jits was defended by 
great rivers, he ordered fifteen hundred boats to be built, each of which ba 
armed with six iron spikes, projecting from their prows and sides, to prevent 
their being boarded by the enemy, who were very expert in that kind of war. 
When he had launched this fleet, he ordered twenty archers into each boat, and 
tive others with fire-balls, to burn the craft of the Jits, and naphtha to set the 
whole river on fire.” 

The agnee aster, too, in Indian poems, the instrument of Fire, whose flame 
cannot be extinguished, is supposed to signify the Greek Fire.—See Wilkss 
South of India, vol. i. p. 471.—And in the curious Javan poem, the Brata 
Yudha, given by Sir Stamford Raffies in his History of Java, we find, « He 
aimed at the heart of Soéta with the sharp-pointed Weapon of Fire.” 

The mention of gunpowder as in use among the Arabians, long before its 
gupposed discovery in Europe, is introduced by Ebn Fadhl, the Egyptian geo- 
grapher, who lived in the thirteenth century. “Bodies,” he says, “in the form 
of scorpions, bound round and filled with nitrous powder, glide along, making a 
gentle noise; then, exploding, they lighten, as it were, and burn. But there 
are others which, cast into the air, stretch along like a cloud. roaring horribly, 
as thunder roars, and on all sides vomiting out flames, burst, burn, and reduce 
to cinders whatever comes in their way.” "The historian Pen Abdalla, in speak 

‘ing of the sieges of Abulualid in the year of the Hegira 712, says, “A fiery 
globe, by means of combustible matter, with a mighty noise suddenly emitted, 
* étrikes with the force of lightning, and shakes the citadel.”’—See the extracts 
from Cusir®s Biblioth. Arab. Hispan. in the Appendix to Berington’s Literary 
History of the Middle Ages. 
b The Greck fire, which was occasionally lent by the emperors to their allies. 
“It was,” says Gibbon, “either launched in red-hot balls of stone and iron, 0? 
darted in arrows and javelins, twisted round with flax and tow, which had dec pls 


irnbibed the inflammable oil.” 
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And red-hot globes, that, opening as they mount, 
Discharge, as from a kindled Naphtha fount,* 
Showers of consuming fire o?er all below; 
Looking, as through th? illumined night they go, 
Like those wild birds? that by the Magians of, 

. At festivals of fire, were sent aloft 

Into the ar, with blazing fagots tied 
To their huge wings, scattering combustion wide. 
Al night the groans of wretches who expire, 
In agony, beneath these darts of fre, 
Ring through the city—while, descending o?er 
Tts shrines and domes and streets of sycamore,— 
Its lone bazaars, with their bright cloths of gold, 


Since the last peaceful pag'eant left unrolled,— 


a See Hanway’s Account of the Springs of Naphtha at Baku, (which is 
ealled by Lieutenant Potlinger Joala Mookee, or the Flaming Mouth,) taking 
fire and running into the sea. Dr. Cooke, in hi* Journal, mentions some welis 
in Circassia, strongly impregnated with this inflammable oil, from which issues 
boiling water. «Though the weather,” he adds, “was now very ccld, the 
wamth of these wells of hot water produceä near then the verdure and flowers 
of spring.” 


| Major Scott Waring says, that naphtha is used by: the Persians, as we are 
toïd, it was in hell, for lamps; 
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Of starry lamps and blazing cressets, fel 
With naphtha and asphaltus, y‘elding light 
As from a sky. 


b « At the great festival of fire, called the Sheb Sezé, they used to set fire to 
… large bunches of dry combustibles, fastened round wild beasts and birds, which 
being then let loose, the air and earth appeared one great illuménation ; and, as 
- these terrified creatures naturally fled to the woods for shelter, it is casy to cen : 
eeive the confiagrations they produced.”-—Richardson’s Dissertation. 
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Its beauteous marble baths, whose idle jets 
Now gush with blood, —and its tall minarets, 
That late have stood up in the evening glare 
Of the red sun, unhallowed by a prayer ;— 
O’er each, in turn, the dreadful flame-bolts fall, 
And death and conflagration throughout all 


‘The desolate city hold high festival ! 


Moxanwa sees the world is his no more ; — 
One sting at parting, and his grasp :s o’er. 
ce What! drooping now ?”—thus, with unblushing cheek, 
He hails the few, who yet can hear him speak, 
Cf all those famished slaves around him lying, 
And by the light of blazing temples dying ;— 
ce What !—drooping now ?—now, when at length we press 
cc Home o’er the very threshold of success ; 
« When Azca from our ranks hath thint.ed away 
«'Those grosser branches, that kept out his ray 
« Of favour from us, and we stand at length 
« Hoirs of his light and children of lus strength, 
«The chosen few, who shall survive the fall 
« Of Kings and Thrones, triumphant over all! 
« Have you then lost wÿcak murmurers as you are, 
« A faith in him, who was your Laght, your Star ? 
« Have you forgot the eye of glory, hid 


« Beneath this Veil, the fashing of whose lid 
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‘ Could, like a sun-stroke of the desert, wither 

& Millions of such as yonder Chief brings hither ? 

« Long have its Lightnings slept—too long—but now 
« AI earth shall feel th” unveiling of this brow! 
“To-night-—yes, sainted men! this very night, 

&]J bid vou all to a fair festal rite, 

«€ Where—having deep refreshed each weary limb 

< With viands, such as feast Heaven’s cherubim, 
‘And kindled up your souls, now sunk and dim, 

se With that pure wine the Dark eved Maids above 

« Keep, sealed with precious musk, for those they love,'— 
«J'will myself uncurtain in your sight 

«: The wonders of this brow’s ineffable light ; 
«Then lead you forth, and with a wink disperse 


s Yon myriads, howling through the universe !”? 


Eager they listen—while each accent darts 
New life into their chilled and hope-sick hearts ; 
Such treacherous life as the cool draught su »plies 
To him upon the stake, who drinks and dies! 
Wildly they point their lances to the light 
Of the fast sinking sun, and shout cc To-night 1? 
- To-night,”? their Chief re-echoes in a voice 


Of fiend-like mockery that bids hell rejoice. 


a «The righteous shall be given to drink of pure wine, sealed; the seal 
. whereof shall be musk.”—Æoran, chap. Ixxxiii, 
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Deluded victims !—never hath this earth 

Seen mourning half so mournful as their mirth. 
Here, to the few, whose iron frames had stood 
This racking waste of famine and of blood, 

Fait, dying wretches clung, from whom tkie shout 
Of triumph like a maniac’s laugh broke out :— 
There, others, lighted by the smouldering fire, 
Danced, like wan ghosts about a funeral pyre, 
Among the dead and dying, strewed around ;— 
While some pale wretch looked on, and from his wound 
Plucking the fiery dart by which he bled, 


In ghastly transport waved it o’er his head! 


?Twas more than midnight now—a fearfal pau: . 
Had followed the long shouts, the wild applause, 
That lately from those Royal Gardens burst, 
Where the Veiled demon held his feast accursed, 
When Zezica—alas! poor ruined heart, 
In every horror doomed to bear its part !— 
Was bidden to the banquet by a slave, 7x 
Who, while his quivering lip the summons gave, 
Grew black, as though the shadows of the grave 
Compassed him round, and, ere he could repeat 
His message through, fell lifeless at her feet ! Le 
Shuddering she went—a soulfelt pang of fear, 


A presage that her own dark doom was near, 
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Roused every feeling, and brought Reason back 
Once more, to writhe her last upon the rack. 

AI round seemed tranquil—ev’n the foe had ceased, 
As if aware of that demoniac feast, 

His fiery bolts; and though the heavens looked red, 
?Twwas but some distant conflagration?s spread. 

But hark—she stops—she listens—dreadful tone ! 
*Tis her tormentor”’s laugh—and now, a groan, 

A long death-groan comes with it ;—can this be 

The place of mirth, the bower of revelry ? 

She enters—Holy ALL, what a sight 

Was there before her! By the glimmering light 

Of the pale dawn, mixed with the flare of brands 
That round lay burning, dropped from lifeless hands, 
She saw the board, in splendid mockery spread, 

Rich censers breathing—garlands overhead— 

The urns, the cups, from which they late had quafñfeu, 
AI gold and gems, but—what had been the draught ? 
O! who need ask, that saw those livid guests, 

With their swollen heads sunk blackening on their breasts, 
Or looking pale to Heaven with glassy glare, 

As if they sought but saw no mercy there; 

As if they felt, though poison racked them through, 
Remorse the deadlier torment of the two! 

While some, the bravest, hardiest in the train 


Of their false Chief, who on the battle-plain . 


— 
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Would have met death with transport by his side, 
Here mute and helpless gasped ;—but, as they died, 
Looked horrible vengeance with their eyes? last strain, 


Ana clinched the slackenmg hand at him in vain. 


Dreadful it was to see the glastly stare, 
The stony look of horror and despair, 
Which some of these expiring victims Cast 
Upon their souls tormentor to the last ;— 
Upon that mocking Fiend, whose Veil, now raised, 
Showed them, as in death’s agony they gazed, 
Not the long promised light, the brow, whose beaming 
Was to come forth, all conquering, all redeeming, 
But features horribler than Hell e’er traced 
On its own brood ;—no Demon of the Waste,* 
No churchyard Ghole, caught lingering in the light 
Of the bless’d sun, e’er blasted human sight 
With lineaments so foul, so fierce as those 
Th? Impostor now, in grinning mockery, Shows :— 
«e There, ye wise Saints, behold your Light, your Star— 
« Ye would be dupes and victims, and ye are. 
«Is it enough? or must Ï, while a thrill 


« Lives in your sapient bosoms, cheat you still ? 


a «The Afghauns believe each of the numerous solitudes and deserts of their 


gountry to be inhabited by a lonely demon, whom they call the Ghoolee Beeabau, 
or Spirit of the Waste. They often illustrate the wildness of any sequestered 

— tribe, by saying, they are wild as the Lemon of the Waste.”— Elphanstone's 
Caubul. 
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se Swear that the burning death ye feel within 
«Is but the trance with which heaven’s jo3s begin; 
«That this foul visage, foul as e’er disgraceÏ 
6 Ev’n monstrous man, is—after God?’s own taste ; 
And that—but see !—ere I have halfway said 
«My greetings through, th? uncourteous souls are fled. 
«« Farewell, sweet spirits! not in vain ye die 
«If Ezzis loves you half so well as [.— 
Ha, my young bride !—’tis well—take thou thy seat ; 
“& Nay, come—no shuddering—didst thou never meet 
«The Dead before ?—they graced our wedding, sweet; 
“ And these, my guests to-night, have brimmed so true 
«Their parting cups, that {hou shalt pledge one too, 
“But—how is this ?—all empty ?—all drunk up ? 
« Hot lips have been before thee in the cup, 
“ Young bride—yet stay—one precious drop remains, 
‘ Enough to warm a gentle Priestess’ veins ;— 
‘Here, drink—and should thy lover’s conquering arms 
« Speed hither, ere thy lip lose all its charmes. 
« Give him but half this venom in thy kiss, 


& And l’Il forgive my haughty rival’s bliss! 


For me—T too must die—but not like these 
« Vile, rankling things, to fester in the breeze, 
«To have this brow in ruffan triumph shown, 


« With all death’s grimness added tc its own, 
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#4: And rot to dust beneath the taunting eyes 


Of slaves, exclaming, ‘There his Godship lies !? 

“ No—-cursed race—since first my soul drew breath, 
They’ve been my dupes, and shall be ev’n in death. 
« Thou seest yon cistern in the shade—tis filled 

& With burning drugs, for this last hour distilled : *— 
«There will I plunge me, in that liquid flame—- 

€ Fit bath to lave a dying Prophet’s frame !— 

«e There perish, all—ere pulse of thine shall fal— 

€ Nor leave one limb to tell mankind the tale. 

€ So shall my votaries, wheresoe’er they rave, 

€ Proclaim that Heaven took back the Saint it gave ;— 
«That l’ve but vanished from this earth awhile, 

«To come again, with bright, unshrouded smile ! 

« So shall they build me altars in their zeal, 

« Where knaves shall minister, and fools shall kneel ; 
« Whère Faith may mutter o’er her mystic spell, 
«Written in blood—and Bigotry may swell 

«The sail he spreads for heaven with blasts from hell! 
« So shall my banner, through long ages, be 

« The rallying sign of fraud and anarchy ;— 

«Kings yet unborn shall rue Moxann4’s name, 


« And, though I die, my spirit, still the same, 


a “Il donna du poison dans le vin à tous ses gens, et se jetta lui-même 


eusuite dans une cuve pleine de drogues brûlantes et consumantes, afin qu'il n8 
sestât rien de tous les membres de son corps, et que ceux qui restoient de sa 
secte puissent croire qu’il étoit monté au ciel, ce qui ne manqua pas d'arriver ” = 
D’Herbelot. 
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“ Shall walk abroad in all the stormy strife, 

é And guilt, and blood, that were its bliss in life. 

6 But, hark. their battering engine shakes the wall 
cé Why, let it shake—thus I can brave them all. 

& No trace of me shall greet them, when they come, 
e And I can trust thy faith, for—thou’lt be dumb. 
«Now mark how readily a wretch like me, 


« In one bold plunge, commences Deity "? 


Te sprung and sunk, as the last words were said— 
Quick closed the burning waters o’er his head, 
And Zezica was left—within the ring 
Of those wide walls the only living thing ; 
The only wretched one, still cursed with breath, 
In all that fnightful wilderness of death! 
More like some bloodless ghost—such as, they tell, 
In the Lone Cities of the Silent® dwell, 
And there, unseen of all but ALLa, sit 


Each by its own pale carcass, watching it. 


But morn is up, and a fresh warfare stirs 


Throughout the camp of the beleaguerers, 


8 «They have all a great reverence for burial-grounds, which they someumes 
-sall hy the poetical name of Cities of the Silent, and which they people with the 
ghosts of the departed, who sit each at the head of his own grave, invisible 12 
mertal eves””—Ælrhins!one 
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Their globes of fire (the dread artillery lent 

By GRECE to conquering Marapr) are spent ; 
And now the scorpion’s shaft, the quarry sent 
From high balistas, and the shielded throng 

Of soldiers swinging the huge ram along, 

AI speak th? impatient Islamite’s intent 

To try, at length, if tower and battlement 

And bastoned wall be not less hard to win, 

Less tough to break down, than the hearts within. 
First in impatience and in toil is he, 

The burning Azrm—O! could he but see 

Th? Impostor once alive within his grasp, 

Not the gaunt lion’s hug, nor boa’s clasp, 

Could match that gripe of vengeance, or keep pace 


With the fell heartiness of Hate’s embrace. 


Loud rings the ponderous ram against the walls ; 
Now shake the ramparts, now a buttress falls, 
But still no breach—t Once more, one mighty swing 
«Of all your beams, together thundering !”? 
‘There—the wall shakes—the shouting troops exult, 
«Quick, quick discharge your weightiest catapult 
« Right on that spot, and Neksues is our own!” 
?Tis done—the bat‘lements come crashing down, 
And the kuge wall, by that stroke riven in two, 
Yawnng, like some old crater, rent anew, 


Shows the dim, desolate city smoking through. 
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But strange! no signs of life—naught living seen 
Above, oelow—-what can this stillness mean ? 

À minute’s pause suspends all hearts and eyes— 
{In through the breach,”” impetuous Azim cries ; 
But the cool Cazrpx, fearful of some wile 

In this blank stillness, checks the troops awhile. — 
Just then, a figure, with slow step, advanced 
Forth from the ruined walls, and, as there glanced 
À sunbeam over it, all eyes could see 

The well-known Silver Veil!—« Tis He, ’tis He, 
€ MoKanxa, and alone !” they shout around, 
Young Azim from his steed springs to the ground 
Mine, Holy Caliph! mine,” he cries, «the task 
«To crush yon daring wretch—{is all I ask,”? 
Eager he darts to meet the demon foe, 

Who still across wide heaps of ruin slow 

And falteringly comes, till they are near; 

Then, with a bound, rushes on Azrw’s spear, 
And, casting off the Veil in failing, shows— 


O!—tis his Zezica’s life-blood that flows! 


‘ Ï meant not, Azrm,” soothingly she said, 
As on his trembling arm she leaned her head, 
And, looking in his face, saw anguish there 
Beyond all wounds the quivering flesh can bear— 
« [ mea, { not fou shouldst have the pain of this :— 


« Thoug. death, with thee thus tasted, is a bhss 
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& Thoa wouldst not rob me of, didst thou but know 
«How oft l’ve prayed to God I might die so! | 
« But the Fiend’s venom was too scant and slow ;-— 
«To linger on were maddening—and I thought 

« If once that Veil—nay, look not on it—caught 
«The eyes of your fierce soldiery, I should be 

« Struck by a thousand death-darts instantly. 

« But this is sweeter—O! believe me, yes— 

T would not change this sad, but dear caress, 
‘This death within thy arms I would not give 

« For the most smiling life the happiest live! 

« AI, that stood dark and drear before the eye 
Of my strayed soul, is passing swiftly by ; 

& À light comes o’er me from those looks of love, 
« Like the first dawn of mercy from above ; 

& And if thy lips but tell me l’m forgiven, 

& Angels will echo the blest words in heaven! 

€ But live, my Azim;—0O! to call thee mine 

& Thus once again! my Azim—dream divine! 

& Live, if thou ever lov’dst me, if to meet 

&Thy Zezica hereafter would be sweet, 

&O, live to pray for her—to bena the knee 

« Morning and night before that Deity, 

«To whôm pure lips and hearts without a stain, 

« As thime are, Az1m, never breathed in vain, — 

‘ And pray that He may pardon her, —may take 


« Compassion on her soul for thy dear sake, 
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ce And, naugh* remembering but her love to thee, 

«Make her all thine, all His, eternally! 

« Go to those happy fields were first we twined 

« Our youthful hearts together —every wind 

«'[hat meets thee there, fresh from fe well-known 
flowers, 

« Will bring the sweetness of those innocent hours 

« Back to thy soul, and thou mayst feel again 

«For thy poor ZeLrcA as thou didst then. 

« So shall thy orisons, like dew that flies 

« To heaven upon the morning’s sunshine, rise 

« With all love’s earliest ardour to the skies! 

« And should they—but alas! my senses fail— 

« O for one minute !—should thy prayers prevail— 

«If pardoned souls may—from that World of Bliss, 

« Reveal their joy to those they love in this— 

« Il come to thee—in some sweet dréam—-and tell 


60 Heaven—I die—dear love! farewell, farewell.? 


Time fleeted—years on years had passed away, 
And few of those who, on that mournful day, 
Had stood, with pity in their eyes, to see 
The maiden’s death, and the youth’s agony, 
Were living still—-when, by a rustic grave, 
Beside the swift Amoo’s transparent wave, 
An aged man, who had grown aged there 
By that lone grave, mcrmiag and night im prayer, 


ce - 
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For the last time knelt down—and, thongh the shade 
Of death hung darkening over him, there played 

À glean of rapture on his eye and cheek, 

That brightencd even Death—like the last streak 

Of intense glory on the horizon’s brim, 

When night o’er all the rest hangs chill and dim, 
His soul had seen a Vision, while he slept ; 

She, for whose spirit he had prayed and wept 

So many years, had come to him, all dressed 

In angel smiles, and told him she was blessed! 

For this the old man breathed his thanks, and died.» « 
And there, upon the banks of that loveil tide, 


He and his ZeLica sleep side by side, 
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Tue story vf the Veiled Prophet of Khorassan bemg 
ended, they were now doomed to hear FADLADEEN’S criti- 
cisms upon it. À series of disappointments and accidents had 
occurred to this learned Chamberlain during the journey. In 
the first place, those couriers, stationed, as in the reign of 
Shah Jehan, between Delhi and the western coast of India, to 
secure a constant supply of mangoes for the Royal Table, had, 
by some cruel irregularity, failed in their duty; and to eat any 
mangnes but those of Mazagong was, of course, impossible.* 
In the next place, the elephant, laden with his fine antique 
porcelain,” had, in an unusual fit of liveliness, shattered the 


whole set to pieces:—an irreparable loss, as many of the 


a «The celebrity of Mazagong is owing to its mangoes, which are certainly 
the best fruit I ever tasted. ‘"lhe parent-tree, from which all those of this 
species have been grafted, is honoured during the fruit-season by a guard of 
sepoys; and in the reign of Shah Jehan, couriers were stationed between Delhi 
and the Mahratta coast, to secure an abundant and fresh supply of mangoes for 

. the royal table.”— Mrs. Grahan’s Journal of a Residence in India. 

b This old porcelain is found in digging, and «if it is estecmed, it is not 
because it has acquired any new degree of beauty in the earth, but because à 
has retained its ancient beauty; and this alone is of great importance in China, 
where they give large sums for the smallest vessels which were used under the 
Emperors Yan and Chun, who reigned many ages before the dynasty of T'ang 
ut which time porcelain began to be used by the Emperors,” (about the ycar 
442.)—Dunn’s Collection of curious Observations, &e.;—a bad translation ot 
some parts of fre Lettres Edifiantes et Curieuses of the Missionary Jesuits, 
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vessels were so exquisitely old, as to have been used under 
the Emperors Van and Chun, who reigned many ages before 
the dynasty of Tang. His Koran, too, supposed to be the 
itentical copy between the leaves of which Mahomet’s 
favourite pigeon used to nestle, had been mislaid by his 
Koran-bearer three whole days; not without much spiritual 
alarm to Fapzapeen, who, though professing to hold, with 
other loyal and orthodox Mussulmans, that salvation could 
only be found in the Koran, was strongly suspected of believ- 
ing mm his heart, that it could only be found in his own par- 
ticular copy of it. When to all these grtevances is added the 
vbstinacy of the cooks, in putting the pepper of Canara into 
his dishes instead of the cinnamon of Serendib, we may easily 
suppose that he came to the task of criticism with, at least, a 


sufficiert degree of irritability for the purpose. 


“In order,” seid he, importantly swinging about his 
chaplet of pearls, “to convey with clearness my opinion of 


the ‘story this young man has related, it is necessary to take à 


review of all the stories that have ever 7 —«My good 
FaprApeen l”? exclaimed the Princess, interrupting him, “we 
really do not deserve that you should give yourself so much 
{rouble. Your opinion of the poem we have just heard, will, 
1 have no doubt, be abundantly edifying, without any “urther 
. wsste of your valuable erudition.?’—« If that be all, replied 
the ceritic.—evidently mortifñied at not being allowed ta show 


how much he knew -haut every thing but the subject Jmmes 
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diately before him—if that be all that is required, ‘he matter 
1S easily despatched.”’ He then procceded to analyze the 
poem, in that strain, (so well known to the unfortunate bards 
of Delhi,) whose censures were an infliction from which few 
recovered, and whose very praises were like the honey ex- 
tracted from the bitter flowers of the aloe. The chief person- 
ages of the story were, if he rightly understood them, an ill- 
favoured gentleman, with a veil over his face ;—a young lady, 
whose reason went and came, according as it suited the poet’s 
convenience to be sensible or otherwise ;—and a youth in one 
of those hideous Bucharian bonnets, who took the aforesaid 
gentleman in a veil for a Divinity. «From such materials,” 
said he, “what can be expected?—efter rivalling each other 
in long speeches and absurdities, through some thousands of 
lines as indigestible as the filberts of Berdaa, our friend in the 
veil jumps into a tub of aquafortis; the young lady dies in a 
set, speech, whose onlÿ recommendation is that it is her last : 
and the lover lives on to a good old age, for the laudable 
purpose of seeing her ghost, which he at last happily accom- 
plishes, and expires. This, you will allow, is à fair summary 
of the story; and, if Nasser, the Arabian merchant, told no 
better, our Holy Prophet (to whom be all honour and glory!, 


had no need to be jealous of his abilities for story-tellingr,?? * 


à « La lecture de ces Fables plaisoit si fort aux Arabes, que, quand Mahomer 


les entretenoit de l'Histoire de l'Ancien Testament, ils les méprisoient, lui disant 


que celles que Nasser leur racontoient étoient beaucoup plus belles. Cette 
préference attira à Nasser la malediction de Mahomet ct de tous ses disciples” 
— 1 Herbelet À 


> + 
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With respect to the style, it was worthy of the matter ;—1t 
hud not even those politic contrivances of structure, which 
make up for the commonness of the thoughts by the pecu- 
liarity of the manner, nor that stately poetical phraseology by 
which sentiments mean in themselves, like the blacksmith’s” 
apron converted into a banner, are so easily gilt and embroi 
dered into consequence. ‘Then, as to the versification, 1t was, : 
to say no worse of it, execrabie ; it had neither the eopious 
flow of Ferdosi, the sweetness of Hafez, nor the sententious 
march of Sadi; but appeared to him, in the uneasy heaviness 
of its movements, to have been modelled upon the gait of. 
a very tired dromedary. ‘fhe licenses, too, in which it m- 
dulged, were unpardonable ;—for instance this line, and the 
poem abounded with such, — 


Like the faint, exquisite music of a dream, 
« What critic that can count,” said FADLADEEN, “and hay 
his full complement of fingers to count withal, would tolerx : 
fer an instant such syllabic superfluities ??”—Fe here looked 
iound, and discovered that most of his audience were asleep ; 
while the glimmering lamps seemed inclined to follow their 
example. It became necessary, therefore, however painful te 
bimself, to put an end to his valuable animadversions for the 


present, and he accordingly concluded, with an air of dignified 


a The blacksmith Gao, who successfully resisted the tyrant Zchak, and 
#hose apron became the Royal Standard of Persia, 


Ps 
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candour, thus :— Notwithstanding the observations which I 
have thought it my duty to make, it is by no means my wih 
to discourage the young man—s0 far from it, indeed, that if 
he will but totally alter his style of writing and thinking, I 


have very little doubt that I shall be vastly pleased with him.?? 


Some days elapsed, after this harangue of the Great 
Chamberlain, before Lara Rooxx could venture to ask for 
another story. ‘The youth was still a welcome guest in the 
pavilion—to one heart, perhaps, too dangerously welcome ;— 
but all mention of poetry was, as if by common consent, 
avoided. Though none of the party had much respect fc 
FaDrADEEN, yet his censures, thus magisterially delivered, 
evidently made an impression on them all. The Poet himself, 
to whom criticism was quite a new operation, (bemg wholly 
unknown in that Paradise of the Indies, Cashmere,) felt the 
shock as it is generally felt at first, till use has made it more 


tolerable to the patient; 


the Ladies becan to suspect that 


they ought not to be pleased, and seemed to conclude that 


b 
_ there inust have been much good sense in what FADLADEEN 


said, from its havmg set them ail so soundly to sleep ;—while 
the self-complacent Chamberlain was left to triumph in the 
idea of having, for the hundred and fiftieth time in his life, 
extinguished a Poet. Larca Rookn alone—and Love knew 
. why—persisted in being delighted with all she had heard, 
and in resolving to hear more as speedily as possible. Her 


manner, however, of first returning to the subject was 
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unlucky. It was while they rested, during the heat of noon, 
near a fountain, on which some hand had rudely traced those 
well-known words from the Garden of Sadi,— Many, like 
me, have viewed this fountain, but they are gone, and their 
eyes are closed for ever !?—that she took occasion, from the 
melancholy beauty of this passage, to dwell upon the charms 
of poetry in general. ‘It is true,”” she said, “few poets can 
imitate that sublime bird, which flies always in the ar, and 
never touches the earth:#—it is only once in many ages à 
Genius appears, whose words, like those on the Written 
Mountain, last for ever : *—but still there are some, as delight- 


ful, perhaps, though not so wonderful, who, if not stars over 


a « The Huma, a bird peculiar to the East. Itis supposed to fly constantly 
in the air, and never touch the ground; it sis looked upon as à bird of happy 
omen; and that every head it overshades will in time wear a crown— 
Richardson. 

In the terms of alliance made by Fuzzel Oola Khan with Hyder in 1760, 
one of the stipulations was, & that he should have the distinction of two honorary 
attendants standing behind him, holding fans composed of the feathers of the 
humma, according to the practice of his family”’— Wilks’s South of India. He 
adds in a note,ç—«The Humma is a fabulous bird. The head over which its 
shadow once passes will assuredly be circled with a crown. The splendid little 


bird suspended over the throne of Tippoo Sultaun, found at Seringapatam in 


1799, was intended to represent this poetical fancy.” 

b «To the pilgrims to Mount Sinai we must attribute the inscriptions, figures, 
&c., on those rocks, which have from thence acquired the name of the Written 
Mountain.”—Volney. M. Gebelin and others have been at much pains to attach 
some mysterious and important meaning to these inscriptions ; but Niebukr, as 
well as Volney, thiuks that they must have been executed at idle hours by the 
travellers to Mount Sinaï, “who were satisfied with cutting the unpolihed 
rock with any pointed instrument ; adding to their names and the date cf their 
journeys some rude figures, which bespeak the hand of a people but little skilled 


in the arts” —Miebuhr. 
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our head, are at least flowers along our path, and whose 
sweetness of the moment we ought gratefully to inhale, 
without calling upon them for a brightness and a durability 
beyond their nature. In short,” continued she, blushing, as 
if conscious of being caught in an oration, “it is quite cruel 
that a poet cannot wander through his regions of enchantment, 
without having a critic for ever, like the old Man of the Sea, 
upon his back!” FADLADEEN, it was plain, took this last 
luckless allusion to himself, and would treasure it up in his 
mind as a whetstone for his next cniticism. A sudden silence 
ensued; and the Princess, glancing a look at FEramorz, 


saw plainly she must wait for a more courageous moment. 


But the glories of Nature, and her wild, fragrant airs, 
playing freshly over the current of youthful spirits, will soon 
heal even deeper wounds than the dull Fadladeens of this 
world can inflict. In an evening or two after, they came 
to the small Valley of Gardens, which had been planted by 
order of the Emperor, for his favourite sister Rochinara, 
during their progress to Cashmere, some years before : and 
never Was there a more sparkling assemblage of sweets, since 
the Gulzar-e-[rem, or Rose-bower of Irem. Every precious 
flower was there to be found, that poetry, or love, or religion 
has ever consecrated; from the dark hyacinth, to which 


Hafez compares his mistress’s hair,” to the Cémalaté, by 


a ‘The Storv of Sinbad. b See Nott’s Hafez, Ode v. 


+ 


LALLA ROOKH. 149 


————— ei 


whose rosy blossoms the heaven of Indra is scented.® As : 
they sat in the cool fragrance of this delicious spot, and 
Lai La Rookx remarked that she could fancy it the abode of 
that Flower-loving Nymph whom they worship in the temples 
of Kathay,? or of one of those Peris, those beautiful creatures 
of the air, who live upon perfumes, and to whom a place like 
this might make some amends for the Paradise they have 
lost,—the young Poet, in whose eyes she appeared, while 
she spoke, to be one of the bright spiritual creatures she 
was describing, said, hesitatingly, that he remembered a 
Story of a Per, which, if the Princess had no objection, 
he would venture to relate. «It is,” said he, with an 
appealing look to FaDLaDeen, ‘in a lighter and humbler 
strain than the other: then, striking a few careless but 


melancholy chords on his kitar, he thus began :— 


8 & The Cämalatä (called by Linnæus, Ipomæa) is the most beautiful of its 
order, both in the colour and form of its leaves and flowers ; its elegant blossoms 
are ‘celestial rosy red, Love’s proper hue, and have justly procured it the name 
of Cämalatä, or Love’s Creeper.”— Sir W. Jones. 

«Cämalat may also mean a mythological plant, by which all desires are 
granted to such as inhabit the heaven of Indra; and if ever flower was worthy 
of paradise, it is our charming Ipomæa.”— 16. 

b «According to Father Premare, in his tract on Chinese Mytkology, the 
mother of Fo-hi was the daughter of heaven, surnamed Flower-loving, and, as 
the nymph was walking alone on the bank of a river, she found herself encircled 
by a rainbow, after which she became pregnant, and, at the end of twelve years, 
was deliverec of a son radiant as herself”’—./siat Res, 


PARADISE AND THE PERL 


OxE morn a Peri, at the gate 
Of Eden stood, disconsolate ; 
And as she listened to the Springs 
Of life within, like music flowing, 
And caught the light upon her wings 
Through the half-open portal glowing, 
She wept to think her recreant race 


Should e’er have lost that glorious place: 


1 How happy,” exclaimed this child of air, 
s Are the holy Spirits who wander there, 
« Mid flowers that never shall fade or fall! 
« Though mine are the gardens of earth and sea, 
* «And the stars themselves have fluwers for me, 


« One blossom of heaven outblooms them all 


DT 
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« Though sunny the Lake of cocl CASHMERE, 
« With its plane-tree Isle reflected clear,” 

« And sweetly the founts of that Valley fall ; 
«'Though bright are the waters of SING-SU-HAY, 
« And the golden floods that thitherward stray,” 
s Yet—O ‘us only the Blessed can say 


« How the waters of Heaven outshine them all! 


« Go, wing thy flight from star to star, 
« From world to luminous world, as far 
« As the universe spreads its flaming wall : 
«Take all the pleasures of all the spheres, 
« And multiply each through endless years, 


&e One minute of Heaven is worth them all!” 


The glorious Angel, who was keeping 
The gates of Light, beheld her weeping ? 
And, as he nearer drew and listened 
To her sad song, a tear-drop glistened 
Within his eyelids, like the spray 
From Edin’s fountain, when it lies 
On the blue flower, which—Bramins say— 
Blooms nowhere but in Paradise.° 


a « Numerous small islands emerge from the Lake of Cashmere. One is 
called Char Chenaur, from the plane-trees upon it”— Foster. | 

b & The Alcan Kol or Golden river of Tibet, which runs into the Lakes of 
Sing-æu-hay, Las abundance of gold in its sands, which employs the inbhabitantsa 
all the summer in gathering it” Description of Tibet in Pinkerton. 

e & The Brahmins of this province insist that the blue campac flowers >#ls 
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«Nymph of a fair but erring line !” 
Gently he said—ce One hope is thine. 
«?Tis written im the Book of Fate, 

« The Peri yet may be forgiven 
«Who brings to this Eternal Gate 

«The Gift that is most dear to Heaven! 
« Go, seek it, and redeem thy sin— 


6 ?T'is sweet to let the Pardoned in.”? 


Rapidly as comets rur 
To th? embraces of the Sun, 
Fleeter than the starry brands 
Flung at night from angel hands* 
At those dark and daring sprites 
Who would climb th? empyreal heights, 
Down the blue vault the Perti flies, 
And, lighted earthward by a glance 
That just then broke from morning’s eyes, 


Hung hovering o?er our world’s expanse. 


in Paradise”—S:r W. Jones. It appears, however, from a curious letter of the 
Sultan of Menangcabow, given by Marsden, that one place on earth may lay 
claïm to the possession of it. «This is the Sultan, who keeps the flower cham- 
paka that is blue, and to be found in no other country but his, being yellow 
elsewhere.”— Marsden’s Sumatra. 

2 4The Manometans suppose that falling stars are the firebrands wherewith 


the good angel. drive away the bad, when they approach too near the empyrean 
nr veige (f the neavens.”— Fryer, 
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But whither shall the Spirit go 

To find this gift for Heaven ?—<<I know 

«Th wealth,” she cries, ‘of every urn, 

é In which unnumbered rubies burn, 

cc Beneath the pillars of CHiLmiINaAR ;* 

«I know where the Isles of Perfume are,” 

« Many a fathom down in the sea, 

«To the south of sunbright ARaBy ;° 

«I know, too, where the Genï hid 

«The jewelled cup of their King JausHip, 

« With Life’s elixir sparkling high. 

« But gifts like these are not for the sky: 
Where was there ever a gem that shone 

« Like the steps of Azca’s wonderful Throne ? 
« And the Drops of Life—O! what would they be 
« In the boundless Deep of Eternity ?”? 


While thus she mused, her pinions fanned 


The air of that sweet Indian land, 


a The Forty Pillars; so the Persians call the ruins of Persepolis. It is 
fmngined by them that this palace and the edifices at Balbec were built by 
Genii, for the purpose of hiding in their subterraneous caverns immense treasures, 
which still remain there”’— D’ Herbelot, Volney. 

b Diodorus mentions the Isle of Panchaia, to the south of Arabia Felix, where 
there was a temple of Jupiter. This island, or rather cluster of isles, has dis- 
appeared, “sunk (says Grandpré) in the abyss made by the fre beneath their 
fo andations.’— Voyage to the Indiun Ocean. 

e The isles of Panchaia. 

8 «The cup of Jamshid, discovered, they «y, when digging for the founda 
dors of Persevolis.”—Richurdson. 
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Whose air is balm ; whose ocean spreads 
O’er coral rocks and amber beds ; * 
Whose mountains, pregnant by; the beam 
Of the warm sun, with diamonds team ; 
Whose rivulets are like rich brides, 
Lovely, with gold beneath their tides 
Whose sandal groves and bowers of spice 
Might be a Peri’s Paradise! 
But crimsou now her rivers ran 

With human blood—the smell of death 
Came reeking froin those spicy bowers, 
And man, the sacrifice of man, 

Mingled his taint with every breath 
Upwañfted from the innocent flowers. 


Land of the Sun! what foot invades 
Thy Pagods and thy pillared shades ”— 


a «]Ït is not like the Sea of India, whose bottom is rich with pearls and 
ambergris, whose mountains of the coast are stored with gold and precious stones 
whose gulfs breed creatures that yield ivory, and among the pants of whose 
shores are ebony, red wood, and the wood of Hairzan, aloes, camphor, cloves, 
sandal-wood, and all other spices and aromatics; where parrots and peacocks 


are ïirds of the forest, and musk and civet are collected upon the lands”-— 
Travels oj Two Mohummedans,. 


DÉC Ce AIRE ETOUNd 


The bended twigs take root, and daughters grow 
About the mother tree, & pillared shade, 


H gh over-arched, and echoing walks between.—Mrzr:x. 


For a particular description and plate of the Banyan-tree, see Cordinere . 
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Thy cavern shrines, and Idol stones, 
Thy Monarchs and their thousand Thrones ?* 
?Tis He of Gazna°?—ferce in wrath 
He comes, and Inpra’s diadems 
Lie scattered in his ruinous path.— 
His bloodhounds he adorns with gems, 
Torn from the violated necks 
Of many a young and loved Sultana ;* 
Maidens, within their pure Zenana, 
Priests in the very fane he slaughters, 
And chokes up with the glittering wrecks 


Of golden shrines the sacred waters ! 


Downward the Pert turns her gaze, 
And, through the war-field’s bloodÿ haze 
Beholds a youthful warrior stand, 

Alone beside his native river, — 
The red blade broken in his hand, 


And the last arrow in his quiver. 


a « With this immense freasure Mamood returned to Ghizni, and in the yeas 
400 preparea a magnificent festival, where he displayed to the people his wealth 
in golden thrones and in other ornaments, in a great plain without the city oi 
Ghizni— Ferishta. 

b'«Mahmood of Gazna, or Ghizni, who conquered India in the beginning 
of the eleventh century/’—See his History in Dow and Sir J. Malcoum, 

c «It is reported that the hunting equipage of the Sultan Mahmood was 80 
magnificent, that he kept four hundred greyhounds and bloodhounds, each ‘of 
which wore a collar set with jewels, and a covering edged with gold and pearls” 

«Universal Hisioru vol. ii 
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s Live? said the Conqueror, «live to share 
« The trophies and the crowns I bear!” 
Silent that youthful warrior stood— 

Silent he pointed to the flood 

All crimson with his country’s blooa, 

Then sent his last remaining dart, 


For answer to th? Invader’s heart. 


False flew the shaft, though pointed well ; 
The Tyrant lived, the Hero fell!' — 
Yet marked the Per: where he lay, 

And, when the rush of war was past, 
Swiftly descending on a ray 

Of morning light, she caught the last— 
Last glorious drop his heart had shed, 
Before its freeborn spirit fled ! 


« Be this,” she cried, as she winged her flight, 
My welcome gift at the Gates of Light. 

«Though foul are the drops that oft disti! 
“On the field of warfare, blood like this, 
‘For Liberty shed, so holy is * 


à Objections may be made to my use of the word Liberty in this, aud more 
especially in the story that follows it, as totally inapplicable to any state of 
things that has eve: existed in the East; but though I cannot, of course, mean 
to employ it in that enlarged and noble sense which is so well understood at the 
present day, and, I grieve to say, so little acted upon, 


yet itis no disparage. 
ment to the word to apply it to that national independ 


ence, that freedom from 
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“It would not stain the purest rill, 

“That sparkles among the Bowers of Bliss! 
«O, if there be, on this earthly sphere, 
« À boon, an offering Heaven holds dear, 
?Tis the last libation Liberty draws 


€6 From the heart that bleeds and breaks in her cause !”? 


ce Sweet,” said the Angel as she gave 
The gift into his radiant hand, 
ce Sweet is our welcome of the Brave 
€ Who die thus for their native Land.— 
«6 But see—alas !—the crystal bar 
€ Of Eden moves not—holier far 
€ Than ev’n this drop the boon must be, 


That opes the Gates of Heaven for thee !”? 


Her first fond hope of Eden blighted, 

Now among Arric’s lunar Mountains, 
Far to the South, the Peri lighted ; 

And sleeked her plumage at the fountains 


he interference and dictation of foreigners, without which, indeed, no literty 
of any kind can exist; and for which both Hindoos and Persians fought against 
their Mussulman invaders with, in many cases, a bravery that deserved much 
better success. 

8 «The Mountains of the Moon, or the Montes Lunæ of antiquity, at the 
foot of which the Nile is supposed to arise.— Bruce. 

-Sometimes called,” says Jackson, «Jibbel Kumrie, or the white or lunar- 
coloured mountains; 50 a white horse is called by the Arabians a moon-coloured 


horse.” 


\ 
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Of that Egyptian ‘ide—whose birth 
Is hidden from the sons of earth 
Deep in those solitary woods, 
Where oft the Genii ot the Floods 
Dance round the cradle of their Nile, 
And hail the new-born Giant’s smile." 
Thence over Ecypr’s palmy groves, 
Her grots, and sepulchres of Kings,” 
The exiled Spirit sighing roves: 
And now hangs listening to the doves 
In warm Roserra”’s vale now loves 
To watch the moonlight on the wings 
Of the white pelicans that break 
The azurè calm of Mæœris Lake.* 
?Twas a fair scene-—a Land more bright 
Never did mortal eye behold! 
Who could have thought, that saw this night 
Those valleys and their fruits of gold | 
Basking in Heaven’s serenest light ;— 
Those groups of lovely date-trees bending 
Languidly their leaf-crowned heads, 


# «The Nile, which the Abyssinians know by the names of Abey and 
Alawy, or the Giant.”—Asiat. Research. vol. i. p. 387. 


b See Perry’s View of the Levant for an account of the sepulchres in U ppet 
Thebes, and the numberless grots, covered all over with hiercglyphics, in tha 


_ mountains of Upper Egypt. 


€ «The orchards of Rosetta are filled with turtle-doves.””— Sonnina, 
4 Savary mentions the pelicans upon Lake Mœris. 
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Like youthful maids, when sleep descending 
Warns them to their silken beds ; *— 
Those virgin liies, all the night 
Bathing their beauties in the lake, 
That they may rise more fresh and bright, 
When their beloved Sun’s awake ;— 
Those ruined shrines and towers that seem 
The relics of a splendid dream; 
Amid whose fairy loneliness 
Naught but the lapwing”s cry is heard, 
Naught seen but (when the shadows, flitting 
Fast from the moon, unsheath its gleam,) 
Some purple-winged Sultana ? sitting 
Upon a column, motionless 
And glittering like an Idol bird'— 
Who could have thought, that there, ev’n there, 
Amid those scenes so still and fair 
The Demon of the Plague hath cast 
From his hot wing a deadlier blast, 
More mortal far than ever came 


From the red Desert’s sands of flame ! 


a “'1he superb date-tree, whose head languidly reclines, like that of a hard 
some woman overcome with sleep.”’—Dafard el Hadad. 

b «That beautiful bird, with plumage of the finest shining blue, with 
purple beak and legs, the natural and living ornament of the temples ani 
palaces of the Greeks and Romans, which, from the stateliness of its port 
as well as the brilliancy of its colours, has obtained the title of Sultana.”- 
Sonnini, 


— 
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So quick, that every living thing 
Of human shape, touched by his wing, 
Like plants, where the Simoom hath passed, 
At once falls black and withering ! 
The sun went down on many a brow, 
Wlhich, full of bloom and freshness then, 
Is rankling in the pest-house now, 
And ne’er will feel that sun again. 
And, O! to see th’ unburied heaps 
On which the lonely moonlight sleeps— 
The very vultures turn away 
And sicken at so foul a prey! 
Only the fierce hyæna stalks* 
Throughout the city’s desolate walks°? 
At midnight, and his carnage plies : | 
Woe to the half-dead wretch, who meets 
The glaring of those large blue eyes® 
Amid the darkness of the streets! 


8& Jackson, speaking of the plague that occurred in West Barbary, when he 
was there, says, “The birds of the air fled away from the abodes of men. ‘l'he 
hyænas, on the contrary, visited the cemeteries,” &c. 

Pb & Gondar was full of hyænas from the time it turned dark, till the dawn 
of day, seeking the different pieces of slaughtered carcasses, which this crue 
#nd unclean people expose in the streets without burial, and who firmly be- 


lieve that these animals are Falashta from the neighbouring mountains, 


trans- 


formed by magic, and come down to eat human sh in the dark in safety. — 


Bruce. 


© Bruce, 
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« Poor race of men !”” said the pitying Spirit, 
6 Dearly ye pay for your primal fall — 
« Some flowerets of Eden ye still inherit, 
« But the trail of the Serpent is over them all ” 
She wept—the air grew pure and clear 
Around her, as the bright drops ran; 
For there’s a magic in each tear, 


Such kindly Spirits weep for man! 


Just then beneath some orange-trees, 
Whose fruit and blossoms in the breeze 
Were wantoning together, free, 
Like age at play with mfancy— 
Beneath that fresh and springing bower, 
Close by the Lake, she heard the moan 
Of one who, at this silent hour, 
Had thither stolen to die alone. 

One who in life, where’er he moved, 
Drew after him the hearts of many; 
Yet now, as though he ne’er were loved, 

Dies here unseen, unwept by any! 
None to watch near him—none to slake 
The fire that in his bosom lies, 
With ev’n a sprinkle from that lake, 
Which shines so cool before his eyes. 
No voice, well known through many a day, 
To sveak the last. the vartine word 


1062 | LALLA ROOKH. 


Which, when all other sounds decay, 
Is still like distant music heard :— 

That tender farewell on the shore 

Of this rude world, when all is o’er, 

Which cheers the spirit, ere its bark 


Puts off into the unknown Dark. 


Deserted youth! one thought alone 
Shed joy around his soul in death— 
That she, whom he for years had known, 
And loved, and might have called his own, 
Was safe from this foul midnight’s breath,— 
Safe in her father’s princely halls, . 
Where the cool airs from fountain falls, 
Freshly perfumed by many a brand 
Of the sweet wood from India’s land, 


Were pure as she whose brow they fanned. 


But see—who yonder comes by stealth,* 
This melancholy bower to seek, 

Like a young envoy, sent by Health, 
With rosy gifts upon her cheek ? 

?Tis she—far off, through moonlight dim, 
He knew his own betrothed bride, 


* This circumstance has often been introc ucet in 9 poetry;-by Vincentius 
- Fabricius, by Darwin, and lately, with very powerfil effect, by Mr. Wilson 
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She, who would rather die with him, 
Than live to gain the world beside — 
Her arms are round her lover now, 
His livid cheek to hers she presses, 
And dips, to bind his burnmg brow, 
In the cool lake her loosened tresses. 
Ah! once, how little did he think 
An hour would come, when he should shrink 
With horror from that dear embrace, 
Those gentle arms, that were to him 
Holy as is the cradling place 
Of Eden’s infant cherubim! 
And now he yields—now turns away, 
Shuddering as if the venom lay 
All in those proffered lips alone— 
Those lips that, then so fearless grown, 
Never until that instant came 
Near his unasked or without shame. 
«Oi let me only breathe the air, 
« The blessed air, that’s breathed by thee, 
« And, whether on its wings it bear 
« Healing or death, ’tis sweet to me! 
« There—drink my tears, while yet they fall— 
ce Would that my bosom’s blood were balm! 
6 And, well thou know’st, ld shed it all, 


«To give thy brow one minute’s calm. 
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6 Nay, turr not from me that dear face— 
& Am Ï not thine—thy own loved bride— 
The one, the chosen one, whose place 
€ In life or death is by thy side * 
« Think’st thou that she, whose only light, 
“In this dim world, from thee hath shone, 
‘ Could bear the long, the cheerless night, 
«That must be hers when thou art gone? 
‘That I can live, and let thee go, 
* Who art my life itself?—No, no,— 
« When the stem dies, the leaf that grew 
“Out of its heart must perish too! 
« Then turn to me, my own love, turn 
« Before, like thee, I fade and burn; 
“ Cling to these yet cool lips, and share 
«The last pure life that lingers there !”? 
She fails—she sinks—as dies the lamp 
In charnel airs, or cavern-damp, 
So quickly do his baleful sighs 
Quench all the sweet light of her eyes. 
One struggle—and his pain is past— 
Her lover is no longer living! 
One kiss the maiden gives, one last, 


Long kiss, which she expires in givmg 


“Sleep,” said the Pxrr, as softly she stole 


The farewell sigh of that vanishing soul, 
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As true as e’er warmed a woman’s breast— 
+‘ Sleep on, in visions of odour rest, 

“In balmier airs than ever yet stirred 

‘ Th? enchanted pile of that lonely bird, 

‘ Who sings at the last his own death-lay,* 


“ And in music and perfume dies away !” 


Thus saying, from her lips she spread 
Unearthly breathings through the place, 

And shook her sparkling wreath, and shed 
Such lustre o’er each paly face, 

That like two lovely saints they seemed, 
Upon the eve of doomsday taken 

From their dim graves, in odour sleeping : 
While that benevolent Per: beamed 

Like their good angel, calmly keeping 


Watch o’er them till their souls wou4 wak er, 


But morn is blushing in the sky; 
Again the Pert soars above, 
Bearing to Heaven that precious sig 


Of pure self-sacrificing love. 


8 «În the East, they suppose the Phœnix to have fifty onfices in ms oif. 
which are continued to his tail; and that, after living one thousand years, he 
puilds himself a funeral pile, sings a melodious air of different harmonies 
through his fifty organ pipes, flaps his wings with a velocity which sets fire to 
the wood, and consumes himself,” Ri:hurdson. 
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High throbsed her heart, with hope elate, 

The Elysian palm she soon shall win, 
For the bright Spirit at the gate 

Smiled as she gave that offering in ; 
And she already hears the trees 

Of Eden, with their crystal bells 
Ringing in that ambrosial breeze 

That from the throne cf AzcA swells ; 
And she can see the starry bowls 

That lie around that lucid lake, 
Upon whose banks admitted Souls 

Their first sweet draugnt of glory take! * 
But ah! even Peris hopes are vain— 
Again the Fates forbade, again 
Th? immortal barrier closed—c Not yet,” 
The angel saïd as, with regret, 
* Ee shut from her that glimpse of glory— 
‘True was the maïden, and her story, 
“ Written in light o’er AzLa’s head, 
«By seraph eyes shall long be read, 
«But, PErr, see—the crystal bar 
«Of Eden moves not—nolier far 
€ Than ev’n this sigh the boon must be 


« That opes the Gates of Heaven for thee. 


8 & On the shores of à quadrangular lake stand a thousand goblets, made of 
stars, out of which souls predestined to enjoy felicity drink the crystal wave — 


_ = From Chateaubriand’s Descri ption uf the Mahometan Paradise, in his euuties 
of Christianity 
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Now, upon Syrr4’s land of roses * 
Softly the light of Eve reposes, 
And, like a glory, the broad sun 
Hangs over sainted LEBANON , 
Whose head in wintry grandeur towers, 
And whitens with eternal sleet, 
While summer, in a vale of flowers, 


Is sleeping rosy at his feet. 


To one, who looked from upper air 

O’er ail th” enchanted regions there, 
How beauteous must have been the glow, 
The life, the sparkling from below! 

Fair gardens, shining streams, with ranks 
Of golden melons on their banks, 

More golden where the sunlight falls ;— 
Gay lizards, glittering on the walls ? 

Of ruined shrines, busy and bright 

As they were all alive with light, — 
And, yet more splendid, numerous flocks 


Of pigeons, settling on the rocks, 


a Richardson thinks that Syria had its name from Suri. a peautiful and deli 
ent species of rose, for which that country has been always famous ;—hence, 
Suristan, the Land of Roses. 

b «The number of lizards I saw one day in the great court of the Temple 
of the Sun at Balbec amounted to many thousands ; the ground, the walls, and 
stones of the ruined buildings, were covered with them.””— Bruce. 
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With their nch restless wings, that gleam 

Variously in the crimson beam 

Of the warm West,—as if inlaïd 

With brilliants from the mine, or made 

Of tearless rainbows, such as span 

Th? unclouded skies of PERISTAN. 

And then the mingling sounds that come, 

Of shepherd’s ancient reed,® with hum 

Of the wild bees of PALESmNE, ? 
Banqueting through the flowery vales ; 

And, Jorpax, those sweet banks of thine, 


And woods, so full of nightingales.° 


But naught can £harm the luckless Pert ; 

Her soul is sad—her wings are Weary— 

Joyless she sees the Sun look down 

On that great Temple, once his own, 

Whose lonelÿ columns stand sublime, 
Flinging their shadows from on high, 

Like dials, which the wizard, Time, 


Has raised to count his ages by! 


2 «The Syrinx or Pan’s pipe is still a pastoral instrument in Syria.”’— Russes, 

5 « Wild bees, frequent in Palestine, in hollow trunks or branches of trees, 
und the clefts of rocks. Thus it is said, (Psalm Ixxxi.,) «honey out of the stony 
100%? ”’—Burder’s Oriental Customs. 

«The river Jordan is on both sides beset with little, thick, and pleasant 
woods, among which thousands of nightingales warble all together. ”—Thevenot. . 

3 The Temple of the Sun at Balhec. 
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Yei hapiy there may lie concealed 
Beneath those Chambers of the Sun, 
Some amulet of gems, annealed 
In upper fires, some tablet sealed 
With the great name of Socomon, 
Which, spelled by her illumined eyes, 
May teach her where, beneath the moon, 
In earth or ocean, lies the boon, 
The charm, that can restore so soon 


An erring Spirit to the skies. 


Cheered by this hope, she bends her thither ;— 
Still laughs the radiant eye of Heaven, 
Nor have the golden bowers of Even 

In the rich West begun to wither ;— 

When, o’er the vale of BazBEec winging 
Slowly, she sees a child at play, 

Among the rosy wild flowers singing, 

As rosy and as wild as they ; 

Chasing, with eager hands and eyes, 

The beautiful blue damsel-flies,* 

That fluttered round the jasmine stems, 


Like winged flowers or flying gems ;— 


à & Vou behold there a considerable number of a remarkable species of beau 
tifal insects, the elegance of whose appearance, and th ir attire, procured for thern 
the name of Damsels.”—Sonninu 
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ju near the boy, who, tired wiin pad}, 
Now nestling mid the roses lay, 
She saw a wearied man dismount 
From his het steed, and on the brink 
Of a small imaret’s rustic founta 
Impatient fling him down to drink. 
Then swift his haggard brow he turned 
To the fair child, who fearless sat, 
‘Though never yet hath daybeam burned 
Upon a brow more fierce than that, — 
Sullenly fierce—a mixture dire, 
Like thunder-clouds, of gloom and fire; 
In which the Perrs eye could read 
Dark tales of many a ruthless deed ; 
The ruined maid—the shrine profaned— 
Oaths broken—and the threshold stained 
With blood of guests!—{ere written, all, 
Black as the damning drops that fall 
From the denouncing Angel’s pen, 


Ere Mercy weeps them out again. 


Yet tranquil now that man of crime 


(As if the balmy evening time 


4 Imaret, “hospice où on loge et nourit, gratis, les pélerins pendant trois 
: jours.” — Toderini, translaied by the Abbé de Cournand.—See also Castelan 
Mœurs des pus ton. v. p. 145. 
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Softened his spirit) looked and lay, 
Watching the rosy infant’s play :— 
Though still, whene’er his eye by chance 
Fell on the boyÿ’s, its lurid glance 

Met that unclouded, joyous gaze; 
As torches, that have burnt all night 
Through some impure and godless rite, 


Encounter morning”s glorious rays. 


But, hark! the vesper call to prayer, 
As slow the orb of daylight sets, 
Ts rising sweetiy on the air, 
From Syri4’s thousand minarets ! 
The boy has started from the bed 
Of flowers, where he had laid his head, 
And down upon the fragrant sod 


Kneels,* with his forehead to the south, 


# «Such Turks. as at the common hours of prayer are on the road, or so 
employed as not to find convenience to attend the mosques, are still obliged ta 
execute that duty; nor are they ever known to fail, whatever business they are 
ther about, but pray immediately when the hour alarms them, whatever they are 
about, in that very place they chance to stand on; insomuch that when a 
janissary, whom vou bave to guard you up and down the city, hears the notice 
which is given him fror:1 the steeples, he will turn about, stand still, and beckon 
with lis hand, to tell his charge he must have patience for a while; when, 
taking out his handkerchief, he spreails it on the ground, sits cross-legged there- 
upon, and says his prayers, though in the open market, which having ended 
ne leaps briskly up, salutes the person whom he undertook to convey, and 
renews his journey with the mild expression of Ghell gohnnum gell, or Uome. 
dear, follow me” — Aaron His Travels. 
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Lisping th’ eternal name of God 

From Purity’s own cherub mouth, 
And looking, while his hands and eyes 
Are lifted to the glowing skies, 
Like a stray babe of Paradise, 
Just lrghted on that flowery plain, 
And seeking for its home again. 
O! ’twas a sight—that heaven—that child 
À scene, which might have well beguiled 
Even haughty Egzis of a sigh 


For glories lost and peace gone by! 


And how felt Le, the wretched Man 
Reclining there—while memory ran 
O’er many a year of guilt and strife, 
Flew o’er the dark flood of his life, 
Nor found one sunny resting-place, 


Nor brought him back one branch of grace ? 


«There was a time,” he said, in mild, 
Heart-humbled tones, « thou blessed child! 
« When, young, and haply pure as thou, 


“I looked and prayed like thee—but now— * 


He hung his head—each nobler aim, 
And hope, and feeling, which had slept 
From boyhood’s hour, that instant came 


Fresh o’er him, and he wept—he wept! 
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Blest tears of soul-felt penitence ! 
In whose benign, redeeming flow 
Is felt the first, the only sense 
Of guiltless joy that guilt can know. 


+ There’s a drop,” said the Pert, «that down from the 
_ moon 
€ Falls through the withering airs of June 
«Upon Ecypr’s land,* of so healing a power, 
“So balmy a virtue, that ev’n in the hour 
‘That drop descends, contagion dies, 
‘ And health re-animates earth and skies !-— 
‘O, ïs it not thus, thou man of sin 
«The precious tears of repentance fall ? 
“ Though foul thy fiery plagues within, 


“ One heavenly drop hath dispelled them all ss 


And now—behold him kneeling there 

By the child’s side, in humble prayer, 
While the same sunbeam shines upon 

The guilty and the guiltless one, 

And hymns of joy proclaim through Heaven 


The triumph of a Soul Forgiven! 


The Nucta, or Miraculous Drop, which falls in Egypt presisely on St 
Johns day, in June, and is supposed to have the effect of stopping the plague.. 
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?Twas when the golden orb had set, 
While on their knees they lingered yet, 
There fell a light more lovely far 
Than ever came from sun or star, 
Upon the tear that, warm and meek, 
Dewed that repentant sinner’s cheek, 
To mortal eye this light might seem 
À northern flash or meteor beam— 
But well th? enraptured Prrr knew 
Twas a bright smile the Angel threw 
From Heaven’s Gate, to haïl that tear 


Her harbinger of glory near! 


“ Joy, joy for ever! my task is done— 
«The Gates are passed, and Heaven is won! 
OT am I not happy? I am, I am— 

To thee, sweet Eden! how dark and sad 
‘ Are the diamond turrets of SHADuKIAM,* 


‘And the fragrant bowers of AMBrrABAD! 


« Farewell, ye odours of earth, that die 


“ Passing away like a lover’s sigh ;— 


à The Country of Delight__the name of à province in the kingdom of Jine 


nistan, or Fairy Land, the capital of which is called the City of Jewels Ar 
berabad is another of the cities of Jinnistan. 
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«My feast is now of the Tooba Tree,’ 
“« Whose scent is the breath of Eternity! 
‘ Farewell, ye vanishing flowers, that shone 
‘In my fairy wreath, so bright and brief; 
«O1 what are the brightest that e’er have blown, 
«To the lote-tree, springing by ALca’s throne.” 
‘ Whose flowers have a soul in every leaf! 
“ Joy, joy for ever!—my task is done— 


“The Gates are passed, and Heaven is won !” 


8 The tree Tooba, that stands in Paradise, in the palace of Mahomet Sea 
Salé’s Prelim. Disc—lT'ooba, says D’Herbelot, signifies beatitude, or eterna 
happiness. 

b Mahomet is described, in the fifty-third chapter of the Koran, as having 
seen the angel Gabriel “by the lote-tree, beyond which there is no passing: 
near it is the Garden of Eternal Abode.” This tree, say the cmmentators, 
stands in the seventh Heaven, on the right hend of the Throne ef God 
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« Anp this,” said the Great Chamberlan, ‘is poetry! 
this flimsy manufacture of the brain, which, in comparison 
with the lofty and durable monuments of geaius, is as the 
gold filagree-work of Zamara beside the eternal architecture 
of Egypt!” After this gorgeous sentence, which, with a 
few more of the same kind, Farzapeex kept by him for 
rare and important occasions, he proceeded to the anatomy 
of the short poem just recited. The lax and easy kind of 
metre in which it was written ought to be denounced, he 
said, as one of the leading causes of the alarming growth 
of poetry in our times. If some check were not given to 
this lawless facihty, we should soon be overrun by a race 
of bards as numerous and as shallow as the hundred and 
twenty thousand Streams of Basra.® They who succeeded 
in this style deserved chastisement for their very success ;— 
as warriors have been punished, even after gaining a victory 
because they had taken the liberty of gaining it in an 
regular or unestablished manner. What, then, was to be 


said to those who failed? to those who presumed, as in the 


a “It is said that the rivers or streams of Basra were reckoned in the time 
sf Pelal ben Abi Bordeh, and amounted to the number of one hundred and * 
swenty thousand streams.—ÆEbn Haukal. 
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present lamentable instance, to imitate the license and ease 


of the bolder sons of song, without any of that grace or 


vigour which gave à dignity even to negligence ;—who, 


.- Hke ‘them, flung the jereed * carelessly, but not, like them, 


to the mark;--“and who,” said he, raising his voice to 
excite a proper degree of wakefulness in his hearers, con- 
trive to appear heavy and constrained in the midst of all 
the latitude they allow themselves, like one of those young 
pagans that dance before the Princess, who is ingenious 
enough to move as if her limbs were fettered, in a pair of 


the lightest and loosest drawers of Masulipatam !” 


It was but little suitable, he continued, to the grave 
march of criticism to follow this fantastical Peri, of whom 
they had just heard, through all her flights and adventures 


between earth and heaven; but he could not help adverting 


‘to the puerile conceitedness of the Three Gifts which she is 


supposed to carry to the skies,—a drop of blood, forsooth, 
a sigh, and a tear! How the first of these articles was 
delivered into the Angels tradiant hand” he professed 
himself at a loss to discover; and as to the safe carriage of 
the sigh and the tear, such Peris and such poets were beings 
by far too imcomprehensible for him even to guess how they 
managed such matters. ‘Jut, in short,” said he, «it is a 


waste of tiruc and patience to dwell longer upon a thing sc 


a "J'Le name of the javelin with which the Easterns exercise.— See Castellan, 
Mœurs des Othomuns, toi. iii. p. 1F 
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incurably frivolous,—puny even among its own pury race, 
and’ such as only the Banyan Hospitel* for Sick Insects 
should undertake.”? 


In vain did Larra Rookx try to soften this inexorable 
eric; in vain did she resort to her most eloquent common- 
places, —reminding him that poets were a timid and sensitive 
race, whose sweetness was not to be drawn forth, like that 
of the fragrant grass near the Ganges, by crushing and 
trampling upon them;°—that severity often extinguished 
every chance of the perfection which it demanded; and that, 
after all, perfection was like the Mountain of the Talisman,-- 
no one had ever yet reached its summit.e Neither these 
gentle axioms, nor the still gentler looks with which they 
were inculcated, could lower for one instant the elevation of 


FADLADEEN’S eyebrows, or charm him into any thing like 


a «This account excited a desire of visiting the Banyan Hospita}, as I had 
heard much of their benevolence to all kinds of animals that were either sick, 
lame, or infirm, through age or accident. On my arrival, there were presented 
to my view many horses, cows, and oxen, in one apartment; in another, dogs, 
sheep, goats, and monkeys, with clean straw for them to repose on. Above 
_ stairs were depositories for seeds of Many sorts, and flat, broad dishes for water, 
for the use of birds and insects./”— Parsons Travels. 

It ïs said that all animals know the Banyans, that the most timid approach 
LU them, and that birds will fly nearer to them than to other people.—$See Grandpré. 

b&A very fragrant grass from the banks of the Ganges, near Heridwar, 
which in some places covers whole acres, and diffuses, when cr 
odour’—Sir W. Jones on the Spikenard of the Ancients. 

€ & Near this is a curious hill, called Koh Talism, the Mountain of -the 
. l'alisman, because, according to the traditions of the country, 
succeeded in gaining its summit.”— Kinnoir. 


ushed, a strong 


no person ever …. 
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encouragement, or even toleration, of her poet. Toleration, 
imdeed, was not amoig the weaknesses of FADLADEEN ;— 
he carried the same spirit inlo matters of poetry and of 
religion, and, though little versed in the beauties or sublimities 
cf either, was a perfect master of the art of persecution in 
both. His zeal was the same, too, in either pursuit; whether 
the game before him was pagans or poetasters, —worshippers 


of cows, or writers of epics. 


They had now arrived at the splendid city of Lahore, 
whose mausoleums and shrines, magnificent and numberless, 
where Death appeared to share equal honours with Heaven, 
would have powerfully affected the heart and imagination of 
Lazza Rookx, if feelings more of this earth had not taken 
entire possession of her already. She was here met by 
messengers, despatched from Cashmere, who informed her 
that the King had arrived in the Valley, and was himself 
superintending the sumptuous preparations that were then 
making in the Saloons of the Shalimar for her reception. 
The chill she felt on receiving this intelligence, —which to a 

bride whose heart was free and light would have brought only 
images of affection and pleasure,—convinced her that her 
peace was gone for ever, and that she was in love, irretiiey- 
ably in love, with young FEramoxz. The veil had fallen off 
in which this passion at first disguises itself, and to know that 
she loved was now as vainful as to love without knowing it 


had been delicious, Firamorz, too—wkat misery world be 
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his, if the sweet hours of intercourse so imprudently allowed 
them should have stolen into his heart the same fatal fascina- 
tion as into hers;—if, notwithstanding her rank, and the 
modest homage he always paid to it, even Ae should have 
yielded to the influence of those long and happy interviews, 
where music, poetry, the delightful scenes of nature,—all had 
tended to bring their hearts close together, and to waken by 
every means that too ready passion, which often, like the 
young of the desert-bird, is warmed into life by the eyes 
alone!* She saw but one way to preserve herself from being 
culpable as well as unhappy, and this, however pain{ul, she 
was resolved to adopt. FEramorz must no more be admitted 
to her presence. To have strayed so far into the dangerous 
labyrinth was wrong, but to linger in it, while the clew was 
yet in her hand, would be criminal. Though the heart she 
had to offer to the King of Bucharia might be cold and 
broken, it should at least be pure; and she must only 
endeavour to forget the short dream of happiness she had 
<njoyed,—kke that Arabian shepherd, who, in wandering 
into the wilderness, caught a glimpse of the Gardens of Irim, 


aud then lost them again for ever!? 


The arrival of the young Bride at Lahore was celebrated 


in the most enthusias‘ic manner. ‘The Rajas and Omras in 


“The Arabians believe that the ostriches hatch their young by only look 
img at them.’—P. Vanslebe, Relat. d'Egypte. 
b See Sule’s Koran, note, vol. üi. p. 484, ‘ 
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her train, who had kept at a certain distance during the 
journey, and never encamped nearer to the Princess than 
was strictly necessary for her safeguard, here rode in splendid 
cavalcade through the city, and distributed the most costl 
presents to the crowd. Engines were erected in all the 
squares, which cast forth showers of confectionary among 
the people: while the artisans, in chariots,* adorned with 
tinsel and flying streamers, exhibited the badges of their 
respective trades through the strects. Such brilliant displays 
of life and pageantry among the palaces, and domes, and 
gilded minarets of Lahore, made the city altogether like a 
place of enchantment ;—particularly on the day when LarLa 
Rooxx set out again upon her journey, when she was 
accompanied to the gate by all the fairest and richest of 
the nobility, and rode along between ranks of beautiful 
boys and girls, who kept waving over their heads plates of 
gold and silver flowers,” and then threw them around to be 


gathered by the populace. 


For many days after their departure from Lahore, a 
considerable degree of gloom hung over the whole party. 
Laura Rookm, who had intended to make illness her 


excuse for not admitting the young minstrel, as usual, té 


8 Oriental Tales. 

b Ferishta. «Or rather,” says Soit, upon the passage of Ferishta from 
which this is taken, “emall coins, stamped with the figure of a flower. They 
are still used in India to distribute in charity, and, on occasion, thrown by ui) 


purse bearers of the great among the populace.” 
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the paviion, soon found that to feign indisposition was 
unnecessary ;—FaDLADEEN felt the loss of the good road 
they had hitherto travelled, and was very near cursing 
Jehan-Guire (of blessed memory!) for not having continued 
his delectable alley of trees,* at least as far as the moun- 
Bts of Cashmere ;--while the Ladies, who had nothing now 
to do all day but to be fanned by peacocks? feathers and 
listen to FADLADEEN, seemed heartily weary of the life they 
led, and, in spite of all the Great Chamberlain’s criticisms, 
were so tasteless as to wish for the poet again. One 
evening, as they were proceeding to their place of rest for 
the night, the Princess, who, for the freer enjoyment of the 
air, had mounted her favourite Arabian palfrey, in passing 
by a small grove, heard the notes of a lute from within its 
leaves, and a voice, which she but too well knew, singing 


the following words :— 


TELL me not of joys above, 
If that world can give no bliss, 
Truer, happier than the Love 


Which enslaves our souls in this. 


8 The fine road made by the Emperor Jehan-Guire from Agra to Lahore, 
v'anted with trees on each side. ‘The road is two hundred and fiity leagues 
in length. It has «little pyramids or turrets” says Pernier, « erected every 
half league, to mark the ways, and frequent wells to afford drink to passengera 
ané to water the young trees.” 
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Tell me not of Houris’ eyes ;— 

Far from me their dangerous glow, 
If those looks that light the skies 


Wound like some that burn below, 


Who, that feels what Love is here, 
AI ïts falsehood—all its pain— 

Would, for ev’n Elysium’s sphere, 
Risk the fatal dream again ? 


Who, that midst a desert’s heat 
Sees the waters fade away, 
Would not rather die than meet 


Streams again as false as they ? 


The tone of melancholy defiance in which these words 
were uttered, went to Larra Rooms heart;—and, as she 
reluctantly rode on, she could not help feeling it to be a 
sad but still sweet certainty, that Frramorz was ta the full 


as enamoured.and miserable as herself, 


The place where they encamped that evening was the first 
delightful spot they had come to since they left Lahore. On 


one side of them was a grove full of small Hindoo temples, 


- and planted with the most graceful trees of the East; where 


the tamarind, the cassia, and the silken plantains nf Ceylon 
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were mingled in rich contrast with the high fan-like foliage 
-_of the Palmyra,—that f: vourite tree of the luxurious bird that 
lights up the chambers of its nest with fire-fiies.® In the 
middle of the lawn where the pavilion stood there was a tank 
surrounded by small mangoe-trees, on the clear cold waters 
of which floated multitudes of the beautiful red lotus ;? while 
at a distance stood the ruins of a strange and awful-looking 
tower, which seemed old enough to have been the temple of 
some religion no longer known, and which spoke the voice 
_ of desolation in the midst of all that bloom and loveliness. 
This singular ruin excited the wonder and conjectures of all, 
Larza Rookx guessed in vain, and the all-pretending Fap- 
LADEEN, Who had never till this journey been beyond the 
precincts of Delhi, was proceeding most learnedly to show 
that he knew nothing whatever about the matter, when one 
of the Ladies suggested that perhaps F£ramorz could satisfy 
their curiosity. ‘They were now approaching his native 
mountains, and this tower might perhaps be a relic of some 
of those dark superstitions, which had prevailed im that 
country before the light of Islam dawned upon it. The 
Chamberlain, who usually preferred his own ignorance to the 


best knowledge that any one else could give him, was by no 


Te Baya, or Indian Gross-be ak.—Sir W7. Jones. 


b « Here is a large pagoda by a tank, on the water of which float multitudes 
of the beautiful red lotus: the flower is larger than that of the white water-lily 


and is the most lovely of the nymphæas I have seen.”— Mrs. Gruham’s Journæ 


of a Residence in India. 
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means pleased with this officious refcrence ; and the Princess, 
too, was about to interpose à faint word of objection; but 
before either of them could speak, a slave was Jespatched 
for FERAMoRz, who, in a very few minutes, made his appear- 
arce before them—looking so pale and unhappy in Lazra 
Rookxws eyes, that she repented already of her cruelty mn 


having so long excluded him. 


That venerable tower, he told them, was the remains of 
an ancient Fire Temple, built by those Ghebers or Persians 
of the oid religion, who, many hundred years since, had fled 
hither from their Arab conquerors;* preferring liberty and 
their altars in a foreign land to the alternative of apostasy or - 
persecution in their own. It was impossible, he added, not 
to feel interested in the many glorious but unsuccessful 
struggles, which had: been made by these original natives 
of Persia to cast off the yoke of their bigoted conquerors. 

- Like their own Fire in the Burning Field at Bakou,” when 
suppiessed in one place, they had but broken out with fresh 
flame in another; and as a native of Cashmere, of that fair 


and {Holy Valley, which had in the same manner become the 


a «On les voit persécutés par les Khalifes se retirer dans les montagnes du 
Kerman: plusieurs choisirent pour retraite la T'artarie et la Chine; d’autres 
. sarrétèrent sur les bords du Gange, à l’est de Delhi’—M. Anquetil, Mémoires 
de l’Académie, tom. xxx1. p. 346. 
b The « Ager ardens” described by Kempfer, Amænitat. Exot. 
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prey of strangers,* and seen her ancient shrines and native 
princes swept away before the march of her intolerant 
invaders, he felt a sympathy, he owned, with the sufferings 
of the persecuted Ghebers, which every monument hke this 


before them but tended more powerfully to awaken. 


It was the first time that Feramorz had ever ventured 
upon so much prose before FADLADEEN, and it may easily be 
conceived what effec* such prose as this must have produced 
upon that most ortuodox and most pagan-hating personage. 
He sat for some minutes aghast, ejaculating only at intervals, 

_« Bigoted conquerors !—sympathy with Fire-worshippers !”# 
--while FERamMorz, happy to take advantage of this almost 
speechless horror of the Chamberlain, proceeded to say that 
he knew, a melancholy story, connected with the events of 
one of those struggles of the brave Fire-worshippers against 
their Arab masters, which, 1f the evening was not too far 
advanced, he should have much pleasure in being allowed to 
relate to the Princess. It was impossible for LazLa Rooku 


to. refuse :—he had never before looked half so animated ; 


a « Cashmere (say its historians) had its own princes four thousand years 
before its conquest by Akbar in 1585.  Akbar would have found some difficulty 
to reduce this paradise of the Indies, situated as it is within such a fortress of 
s mountains, but its monarch, Yusef-Khan, was basely betrayed by his Qmrahs.” 
— Pennant. 

b Voltaire tells us that, in his Tragedy « Les Guebres,” he was generally 
supposed to have alluded to the Jansenists. I should not be surprised if this 


story of the Fire-worshippers were found capable of a similar doubleness of 
application. 
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and when he spoke of the Holy Valley, his eyes had sparkled, 
she thought, like the talismanic characters on the scimitar 
of Solomon. Her consent was therefore most readily 
granted ; and while FADLADEEN sat in unspeakable dismay, 
expecting treason and abomination in every line, the poet 


thus began his story of the Fire-worshippers :— 


4 


THE FIRE-WORSHIPPERS. 


?Tis moonlight over Oman?s SEA ;° 

Her banks of pearl and palmy isles 
Bask in the night-beam beauteously, 

And her blue waters sleep in smailes - 
*Tis moonlight in Harmozra’s° walis, 
And through her Emrr’s porphyry halls, 
Where some hours since, was heard the swell 
Of trumpet and the clash of ze!,° 
Bidding the bright-eyed sun farew2ll ;— 
The peaceful sun, whom better suits 

The music of the bulbul’s nest, 
Or the light touch of lovers’ lutes, 


To sing him to his golden rest, 


a The Persian Gulf, sometimes so called, which separates the shores ot Persia 
and Arabia. 


b The present Gombaroon, a town on the Persian side of the Gul£ 
€ À Mooxish instrument of music. 
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All hushed—there’s not a breeze in motion: 
The shore is silent as the ocean. 
If zephyrs come, so light they come, 

Nor leaf is stirred nor wave is driven ;— 
The wiud-tower on the Emir’s dome* 


Can hardly win a breath from heaven. 


Ev’n he, that tyrant Arab, sleeps 
Calm, while a nation round him weeps; 
While curses load the air he breathes, 
And falchions from unnumbered sheaths 
Are starting to avenge the shame 
His race hath brought on IRAN’s ? name 
Hard, heartless Chief, unmoved alike 
Mid eyes that weep, and swords that strike; 
One of that saintly, murderous brood, 

To carnage and the Koran given, 
Who think through unbelievers’ blood 
Lies their directest path to heaven ;— 
One, who will pause and kneel unshod 

In the warm blood his hand hath poured, 
To mutter o’er some text of God 


Engraven on his reeking sword ;°— 


a « At Gombaroon and other places in Persia, they have towers for the pur- 
pose of catching the wind, and cooling the houses’—ZLe Bruyn.. 

b «Jran is the true general name for the empire of Persia.” —Asiat. Res. Disc. 5. 

-e «{)n the blades of their scimitars some verse from the Koran is usually 
inscribed.”— Russel. 
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Nay, who can coolly note the line, 
The letter of those words divine, 
To which his blade, with searching art, 


Had sunk into its victim’s heart! 


Just ArLA! what must be thy look, 

When such a wretch before thee stands 
Unblushing, with thy Sacred Book,— 

Turning the leaves with blood-stainea hands, 
And wresting from its page sublime 
His creed of lust, and hate, and crime ;— 
Ev’n as those bees of TREBIZoND, 

Which, from the sunniest flowers that glad 
With their pure smile the gardens round, 


Draw venom forth that drives men mad 


Never did fierce AragrA send 
À satrap forth more direly great ; 
Never was Iran doomed to bend 
Beneath a yoke of deadlier weight. 
Her throne had fallen—her pride was crushed— 
Her sons were willing slaves, nor blushed 
In their ovn land,—no more their own,— 


To crouch bencath a stranger’s throne. 


a «There is a kind of Rhododendros about Trebizond, whose flowers the - 
_ pee feeds upon, and the honey thence drives people ma + —Tournefort. 
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Her towers, where Mirxra once had burned, 
To Moslem shrines—O shame !—were turned, 
Where slaves, converted by the sword, 
Their mean, apostate worship poured, 
And cursed the faith their sires adored. 
Yet has she hearts, mid all this ill, 
O’er all this wreck high buoyant still 
With-hope and vengeance ;—hearts that yet— 
Like gems, in darkness, issuing rays 
They’ve treasured from the sun that’s set— 
Beam all the light of long-lost days! 
And swords she hath, nor weak nor slow 
To second all such hearts can dare ; 
As he shall know, well, dearly know 
Who sleeps in moonlight luxury there, 
Tranquil as if his spirit lay 
Becalmed mn Heaven’s approving ray. 
Sleep on—for purer eyes than thine 
Those waves are hushed, those planets shine, 
Sleep on, and be thy rest unmoved 
By the white moonbeam’s dazzling power g + 
None but the loving and the loved 


Should be awake at this sweet hour. 


And see—where, high above those rocks 
That o’er the deep their shadows fling, 


Yon turret stands ; —where ebon locks, 
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As glossy as a heron’s wing 

Upon the turban of a king,* 
Hang from the lattice, long and wild,— 
”Tis she, that Emir’s blooming child, 
All truth and tenderness and grace, 
Though born of such ungentle race ;— 
An image ot Youth?s radiant Fountain 
Springing in a desolate mountain !? 
O, what a pure and sacred thing 

Is Beauty, curtaned from the sight 
Of the gross world, illumining 

One only mansion with her light! 
Unseen by man’s disturbing eye, — 

The flower ti:at blooms beneath the see, 
Too deep for sunbeams, doth not lie 

Hid in more chaste obscurity. 
S0, HiNpA, have thy face and mind, 
Like holy mysteries, lain enshrined. 
And, O, what transport for a lover 

To lift the veil that shades them o’er— 
Lake those who, all at once, discover 

In the lone deep some fairy shore, 


Where mortal never trod before, 


a «Their kings wear plumes of black herons’ feathers upon the rigñt side, 
ss a badge of sovereignty.”— FHanway. 


b «The Fountain of Youth, Ly a Mahometan tradition, is situate? ‘n soma 
dark region of the East.” Richardson, 
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And sleep and wake in scented airs 


No lip had ever breathed but theirs. 


Beautiful are the maids that ghide, 
On summer-eves, through YEMEN’s* Cales, 
And bright the glancing looks they hide 
Behind their litters’ roseate veils ;— 
And brides, as delicate and far 
Às the white jasmine flowers they wear, 
Hath Yemen in her blissful clime, 
Who, lulled in cool kiosk or bower,? 
Before their mirrors count the time, ° 


And grow still lovelier every hour. 


Arabia Felix. 
» « In the midst of the garden is the chiosk, that is, a large room, commonly 


veautified with a fine fountain in the midst of it. It is raised nine or ten steps, 
and enclosed with gilded lattices, round which vines, jessamines, and honey- 
suckles, make a sort of green wall; large trees are planted round this place, 
which is the scene of their greatest pleasures.”’— Lady M. W, Montagu. 
c'The women of the East arc never without their looking-glasses. «In 
Barbary” says Shaw, «they are so fond of their looking-glasses, which they 
hang upon their breasts, that they will not lay them aside, even when, after 
the drudgery of the day. they are obliged to go two or three miles with a pitcher 
or a goat’s skin to fetch water.”—Travels. 
In other parts of Asia they wear little looking-glasses on their thumbs 
“« Hence (and from tbe lotus being considered the emblem of beauty) is the 
meaning of the following mute intercourse of two lovers before their parents:— 
«He, with salute of deference due, 
A lotus to his forehead pressed ; 
She raised her mirror to his view, 
Then turned it inv-rd ta her breast, ?” 
È Asiatie Miscellany, vol, # 
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But never yet hath bride or maid 
In AragBy’s gay Haram smiled, 


Whose boasted brightness would not fade 
Before AL Hassax”’s blooming child. 


Light as the angel shapes that bless 
‘An infant’s dream, yet not the less 
Rich in all woman’s loveliness ;— 
With eyes so pure, that from their ray 
Dark Vice would turn abashed away, 
Blinded like serpents, when they gaze 
Upon the emerald’s virgin blaze ;*— 
Yet filled with all youth’s sweet desires, 
Mingling the meek and vestal fires 
Of other worlds with all the bliss, 
The fond, weak tenderness of this, 
A soul, too, more than half divine, 
Where, through some shades of earthly feeling, 
Religion’s sofiened glories shine, 
Like light through summer foliage stealing, 
Shedding a glow of such mild hue, 
So warm, and yet so shadowy too, 
As makes the very larkness there 


More beautiful than light elsewhere. 


à & They say that if a snake or serpent fix his eyes on the lustre of thoss 


stones, (emcralds,) he immediately becomes blind/’— Ahmed ben poele 
Treatise on Jewels 
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Such is the maid who, at this hour, 

Hath risen from her restless sleep, 
And sits alone in that high bower, 

Watching the still and shinmng deep. 
Ah! ’twas not thus, —with tearful eyes 

And beating heart, —she used to gaze 
On the magnificent earth and skies, 

In her own land, in happier days. 
Why looks she now so anxious down 
Among those rocks, whose rugged frown 

Blackens the mirror of the deep? 
Whom waits she all this lonely night ? 

Too rough the rocks, too bold the steep 


For man to scale that turret’s height !— 


So deemed at least her thoughtful sire, 
When high; to catch the cool night-air, 
After the daybeam’s withering fire,* 
He built her bower of freshness there, 
. And had it decked with costliest skill, 
And fondly thought it safe as fair :— 
Think, reverend dreamer! think so still, 
Nor wake to learn what Love can dare ;— 
Love, all-defying Love, who sees 
No charm in trophies won with ease ;— 


a « At Gombaroon and the Isle of Ormus it is sometimes so hot, that the 
people are obliged to lie all day in the water ”— Marro Polo 
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Whose rarest, dearest fruits of bliss 
Are plucked on danger’s precipice! 
Bolder than they, who dare not dive 
For pearls, but when the sea’s at rest, 
Love, in the tempest most alive, 
Hath ever held that pearl the best 
He finds beneath the stormest water. 
Yes—Aragy’s unrivalled daughter, 
Though high that tower, that rock-way rude, 
There’s one who, but to kiss thy cheek, 
Woul climb th? untrodden solitude 
Of ARARAT’S tremendous peak,* 
And think its steeps, though dark and dread, 
Heaven’s pathways, if to thee they led! 
Ev’n now thou seest the flashing spray, 
That lights his oar’s impatient Way ;— 
Ev’n now thou hear’st the sudden shock 


Of his swift bark against the rock, 


a “This mountain is generally supposed to be inaccessible. Struy says 
‘I can well assure the reader that their Opinion is not true, who suppose this 
mount to be inaccessible.” He adds, that «the lower part of the mountain is 
cloudy, misty, and dark, the middlemost part very cold, and like cluuds of snow, 
but the upper regions perfectly calm.”—It was on this mountain that the ark 
was supposed to have rested after the Deluge, and part of it, they say, exists 
there stik, which Struy thus gravely accounts for :—« Whereas none can 
remember that the air on the top of the hill did ever change or was subject cither 
to wind or rain, which is presumed to be the reason that the Ark bas endured 
80 long without being rotten.”—Sce Curreris Travels, where th 
at this whole account of Mount Arannt, 
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An 1 stretchest down thy arms of snow, 
As if to lift him from below ! 
Like her to whom, at dead of night, 
The bridegroom, with his locks of light,” 
Came, in the flush of love and pride, 
And scaled the terrace of his bride ; — 
When, as she saw him rashly spring, 
And midway up in danger cling, 
She flung him down her long black hair, 
Exclaiming, breathless, «There, love, there !”? 
And scarce did manlier nerve uphold 
The hero ZaL in that fond hour, 
Than wings the youth who, fleet and bold, 
Now climbs the rocks to Hinp4?s bower. 
See—light as up their granite steeps 
The rock-goats of AragrA clamber,? 
Fearless from crag to crag he leaps, 


And now is in the maiden?’s chamber. 


She loves—but knows not whom she loves, 


Nor what his race, nor whence he came ;— 


a In one of the books of the Shâh Nâmch, when Zal (a celebrated here 
of Persia, remarkable for his white hair) comes to the terrace ot his mistress 
Rodahver at night, she lets down her long tresses to assist him in his ascent ;— 
he, however, manages it in a less romantic way by fixing his crook in a projecting 
beam —See Champions Ferdosi. 

8 « On the lofty hills of Arabia Petræa are rock-goats.”— Niebuhr.. 
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Like one who meets, in Indian groves, 
Some beauteous bird without a name, 
Brought by the last ambrosial breeze, 
From isles in th” undiscovered seas, 
To show his plumage for a day 
To wondering eyes, and wing away! 
Will »e thus fly—her nameless lover ? 
AzLa forbid! ?’twas by a moon 
As fair as this, while singing over 
Some ditty to her soft Kanoon,* 
Alone, at this same witchmg hour, 
She first beheld his radiant eyes 
Gleam through the lattice of the bower, 
Where nightly now they mix their sighs ; 
And thought some spirit of the air 
(For what could waft a mortal there ?) 
Was pausing on his moonlight way 
To listen to her lonely lay ! 
This fancy ne’er hath left her mind : 
And—though, when terror’s swoon had past, 
She saw a youth, of mortal kind, 
Before her in obeïsance cast, — 
Yet often since, when he hath spoken 


Strange, awful words, —and gleams have broken 


s &Canun, espèce de psalterion, avec des cordes de boyaux; les dames en 


touchent dans le serrail, avec des décailles armées de pointes de cooc— 
Toderini, translated 4 De Cournand. 
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From his dark eyes, too bright to béar, 
O! she hath feared her soul was given 
To some unhallowed child of air, 
Some erring Spirit cast from heaven, 
Like those angelic youths of old, 
Who burned for maids of mortal mould, 
Bewildered left the glorious skies, 
And lost their heaven for woman’s eyes. 
Fond girl! nor fiend nor angel he 
Who wooes thy young simplicity ; 
But one of earth’s impassioned sons, 
As warm in love, as fierce in ire 
As the best heart whose current runs 
Full of the Day-God’s living fire. 


But quenched to-night that ardour seems, 
And pale his cheek, and sunk his brow ;— 
Never before, but in her dreams, 
Had she beheld him pale as now: 
And those were dreams of troubled sleep, 
From wlhuch ’twas joy to wake and weep; 
Visions, that will not be forgot, 
Burt sadden every waking scene, 
Like warning ghosts, that leave the spot 


A! withered where they once have been. 
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« How sweetly,”? said the tremoling maid, 
Of her own gentle voice afraid, 
So long had they in silence stood, 
Looking upon that tranquil flood— 
« How sweetly does the moonbeam smile 
&To-night upon yon leafy isle ! 
«Oft, in my fancy’s wanderings, 
« Vve wished that little isle had wings, 
“And we, within its fairy bowers, 

« Were wafted off to seas unknown, 
« Where not a pulse should beat but ours, 

“ And we might live, love, die alone! 
“ Far from the cruel and the cold,— 

« Where the bright eyes of angels only 
« Should come around us, to behold 

‘ À paradise so pure and Jonely. 
«Would this be world enough for thee ?”’— 
Playful she turned, that he might see 

‘The passing smile her cheek put on ; 
But when she marked how mournfully 

His eyes met hers, that smile was gone ; 
And, bursting into heartfelt tears, 
«Yes, yes,” she cried, € my hourly fears, 
My dreams have boded all too right— 
«We part—for ever part—to-night ! 
“TI knew, I knew it could not last — 


«?Twas bright, ’twas heavenly, but ’tis past! 


=< 


THE FIRE-WOURSHIPPERS. 201 


ee 


« O! ever thus, from childhood’s hour, 
« [ve seen my fondest hopes decay ; 
6 I never loved a tree or flower, 
cc But ’twas the first to fade away. 
ec I never nursed a dear gazelle, 
«To glad me with its soft black eye, 
« But when it came to know me well, 
« And love me, it was sure to die! 
«Now too—the joy most like divine 
« Of all I ever dreamt or knew, 
« To see thee, hear thee, call thee mine, — 
«O misery! must I lose fhat too! 
“Yet go—on peril’s brink we meet; 
« Those frightful rocks—that treacherous sea— 
«No, never come again—though sweet, 
« Though heaven, it may be death to thee 
6: Farewell—and blessings on thy way, 
« Where’er thou go’st, beloved stranger! 
« Better to sit and watch that ray, 
& Anc think thee safe, though far away, 


« Than have thee near me, and in danger!” 


é Danger!=O, tempt me not to boast—”? 
The youth exclaimed-—« thou little know?st 
ce What he can brave, who, born and nursed 


« ]n Danger’s paths, has dared her worst ; 
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« Upon whose ear the signal-word 
« Of strife and death is hourly breaking ; 
« Who sleeps with head upon the sword 
« His fevered hand must grasp in waking. 
& Danger!” 
«Say on—thou fear’st not tnen, 


‘ And we may meet—oft meet again |? 


«OT! look not so—beneath the skies, 

& I now fear nothing but those eyes. 

«If aught on earth could charm or force 

« My spirit from its destined coursé,— 

“If aught could make this soul forge. 
«The bond to which its seal is set, 
«?Twould be those eyes ;—they, only they, 
é Could melt that sacred seal away! 

66 But no—tis fixed—my awful doom 

«Is fixed—on this side of the tomb 

« We meet no more ;—why, why did Heaven 
6 Mingle two souls that earth has riven, 

€ Has rent asunder wide as ours ? 

&«O, Arab maid, as soon the Powers 

Of Light and Darkness may combine, 

6 Às I be linked with thee or thine! 

«Thy Father 7 


« Holy ArLA, save 


« His gray heac from that lightning glance. 
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« Thou know’st him not—he loves the brava 
€ Nor lives there under heaven’s expanse 
& One who would prize, would worship the 
€ And thy bold spirit more than he. 
&@ Oft when, in childhood, I have player 
€ With the bright falchion by his sids 
« V’ve heard him swear his lispmg maic 
&Tn time should be a warrior’s bride 
€ And still, whene’er at Haram hours, 
«I take him cool sherbets and flowers, 
« He tells me, when in playful mood, 
« À hero shall my bridegroom be, 
« Since maids are best in battle wooed, 
« And won with shouts of victory! 
se Nay, turn not from me—thou alone 
te Aït formed to make both hearts thy own. 
6 Go——join his sacred ranks—thou know?st 
«Th? unholy strife these Persians wage :— 
« Good Heaven, that frown!—even now thou glow’st 
« With more than mortal warrior’s rage. 
€ Haste to the camp by morning”s light, 
« And, when that sword is raised in fight, 
« O, still remember, Love and I 
« Beneath its shadow trembling lie! 
« One victory o’er those Slaves of Fire, 
« Those impious Ghebers, whom my sire” 


6 Abhors——?? 
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ce Hold, hold —thy words are death—? 
The stranger cried, as wild he flung 
His mantle back, and showed beneath 
The Gheber belt that round him elung.*— 
« Here, maiden, look—weep—blush to see 
ce AT that thy sire abhors in me! 
& Yes—T am of that impious race, 
«Those Slaves of Fire, who, morn and eveu, 
« Haïl their Creator’s dwelling-place 
« Among the living lights of heaven: ? 
€ Yes—] am of that outcast few, 


To IRAN and to vengeance true, 


a & They (the Ghebers) lay sc much stress on their cushee or girüle, as not 


to dare to be an instant without F ? 


—Groses Voyage.—« Le jeune homme nia 
d’abord la chose; mais, ayant été dépouillé de sa robe, et la la:ge ceinture qu’il 
portoit comme Ghebr,” &c. &c.—D’Herbelot, art. Agduani. “ Pour se distinguer 
des Idolâtres de l'Inde, les Guébres se ceignent tous d’ur corden de laine, ou de 
poil de chameau” — Encyclopédie Françoise. 

D’Herbelot says this belt was generally of leather. 

b «They suppose the Throne of the Almighty is seated in the sun, and hence 
their worship of that luminary”— Hamway. « As to fire, the Ghebers place 
the spring-head of it in that globe of fire, the Sun, by them called Mythras, or 
Mihir, to which they pay the highest reverence, in gratitude for the manifold 
benefits flowing from its ministerial omniscience. But they are so far from 
confounding the subordination of the Servant with the majesty of its Creator, 
that they not only attribute no sort of sense or reasoning to the sun or fire, i 

any of its operations, but consider it as a purely passive, blind imstrumer 
directed and governed by the immediate impression on it of the will of Go. 
but they do not even give that luminary, all-glorious as it is, more than the 
second rank amongst his works, reserving the first for that stupendous production 
of divine power, the mind of man/’—Grose. The false charges brought against 


the religion of thes® people by their Mussulman tyrants is but one proof amor.g 


many of the truth of this writer’s remark, that « calumny is often added te . 


oppression, if but for the sake of justifying it’ 


} 
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6 Who curse the hour your Arabs came 
To desolate our shrines of flame, 
« And swear, before God’s burning eye, 
To break our country’s chains, or die! 
«Thy bigot sire,—nay, tremble not, — 

«He, who gave birth to those dear eyes, 
s With me is sacred as the spot 

‘ From which our fires of worshp rise! 
«But know—’twas he I sought that night, 

« When, from my watch-boat on the sea, 
“I caught this turret’s glimmering light, 

‘ And up the rude rocks desperately 
« Rushed to my prey—thou know’st the rest 
&T climbed the gory vulture’s nest, 
« And found a trembling dove within ;— 
“Thine, thine the victory—thine the sin— 
«If Love hath made one thought his own, 
t That Vengeance claims first—last—alone ! 
O! had we never, never met, 
‘ Or could this heart ev’n now forget 
« How linked, how blessed we might have been, 
‘ Had fate not frowned so dark between ! 
é Hadst thou been born a Persian maid, 

“In neighbouring valleys had we dwelt, 
“Through the same fields in childhood played, 


« At the same kindling altar knelt, 
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«Then, then, while all those nameless ties, 
In which the charm of Country lies, 
‘ Had round our hearts been hourly spun, 
«Till TRaAN’S cause and thine were one ; 
« While in thy lute’s awakening sigh 
«[ heard the voice of days gone by, 
“ And saw, in ev ery Smile of thine, 
« Returning hours of glory shine ;— 
« While the wronged Spirit of our Land 
“ Lived, looked, and spoke her wrongs tnrough 
thee, — 
“God! who could then this sword withstand ? 
«Tts very flash were victory ! 
“But now,—estranged, divorced for ever, 
‘ Far as the grasp of Fate can sever ; 
‘ Our only ties what Love has WOVE,— 
“In faith, friends, country, sundered wide ; 
‘ And then, then only, true to love, 
‘ When false to all that’s dear beside! 
“Tky father IRaw”’s deadliest foe— 
‘Thyself, perhaps, ev’n now—-but no-— 
“ Hate never looked so lovely yet! 
‘ No—sacred to thy soul will be 
«The land of him who could forget 
« AIl but that bleeding land for thee. 
‘ When other eyes shall see, unmoved, 


“ Her widows mourn. her warriors fall, 


KS 
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€ Thou’lt think how well one Gheber loved, 
« And for his sake thou’lt weep for all! 
« But look : 


With sudden start he turned, 
And pointed to the distant wave, 
Where lights, like charnel meteors, burnec 
Bluely, as o’er some seaman’s grave ; 
And fiery darts, at intervals,* 
Flew up all sparkling from the main, 
As if each star that nightly falls, 


Were shooting back to heaven again. 


ce My signal lights !—T must away— 

« Both, both are ruined if I stay. 

“6 Farewell—sweet life! thou cling’st in vain— 
« Now, Vengeance, I am thine again !”? 
Fiercely he broke away, nor stopped, 

Nor looked—but from the lattice droppea 
Down mid the pointed crags beneath, 

As if he fled from love to death. 

While pale and mute young Hinpa stood, 
Nor moved, till in the silent flood 

A momentary plunge below 


Startled her from her trance of woe ; — 


a «The Mameluks that were in the other boat, when it was dark, used 
10 shoot up a sort of fier arrows into the air, which in some measure resembled 
fighting or falling stars.”—Baumgarten. 
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Shrieking she to the lattice flew, 
“I come—T come—if in that tide 
« Thou sleep’st to-night, l’Il sleep there too, 
« In death’s cold wedlock, by thy side. 
&O! T would ask no happier bed 
“Than the chill wave my love lies under; 
« Sweeter to rest together dead, 
« Far sweeter, than to live asunder !”? 
But no—their hour is not yet come— 
Again she sees his pinnace fly, 
Wafting him fleetly to his home, 
Where’er that ill-starred home may he; 
And calm and smooth it seemed to win 
Its moonlight way before the wind, 
As 1f 1t bore all peace within, 
Nor left one breaking heart behng? 
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Tue Princess, whose heart was sad enough already. 
could have wished that FEramorz haa chosen a ess melan- 
cholÿ story; as it is only to the happy that tears are a 
luxury. Her Ladies, however, were by no means sorry 
that love was once more the Poet’s theme; for, whenever 
ne spoke of love, they said, his voice was as sweet as if he 
had chewed the leaves of that enchanted tree, which grows 


over the tomb of the musician, Tan-Sein.® 


Their road all the morning had lam through a verÿ 
dreary country ;—through valleys, covered with a low bushy: 
jungle, where, in more than one place, the awful signal. of 


the bamboo staff? with the white flag at its top, reminded 


a « Within the enclosure which surrounds this monument (at Gualior) is a 
small tomb to the memory of ‘l'an-Sein, a musician of incomparable skill, who 
flourished at the court of Akbar. The tomb is overshadowed by a tree, con- 
cerning which a superstitious notion prevails, that the chewing of its leaves will 

- give an extraordinary melody to the voice.”—Narrative of a Journey from Agra 
10 Ouzein, by W. Hunter, Esq. 
b «It is usual to place a small white triangular flag, fixed to a bamboo staff 
_of ten or twelve feet long, at the place where a tiger has destroyed a man. It 
is common for the passengers also to throw each a stone or brick near tlie spot, 
s0 that in the course of a little time a pile equal to a good wagon-load is col- 
Jected. ‘The sight of these flags and piles of stones imparts a certain melan-, 
choly, not perhaps, altogether void of apprehension’— Oriental Field Sports, 
vol & n 
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the traveller, that in that very spot the tiger had made some 
human creature his victim. It was, therefore, with much 
pleasure that they arrived at sunset in a safe and lovely 
glen, and encamped under one of those holy trees, whose 
smooth columns and spreading roofs seem to destine them 
for natural temples of religion. Beneath this spacious shade, 
some pious hands had erécted a row of pillars ornamentéd 
with the most beautiful porcelain,® which now supplied the 
use of mirrors to the young maidens, as they adjusted their 
hair in descending from the palankeens. Here, while, as 
usual, the Princess sat listening anxiously, with FADLADrEN 
in one of his loftiest moods of criticism by her side, the young 
Poet, leaning against a branch of the tree, thus continued his 


Story — 


# «The Ficus Indica is called the Pagod-Tree and Tree of Councils; the 
first, from the idols placed under its shade; the second, because meetings were 
held under its cool branches. In some places it is believed to be the haunt of 
spectres, as the ancient spreading oaks of Wales have been of fairies ; in others 
are erected beneath the shade pillars of stone or posts, elegantly carved, and 


ornamented with the most beautiful porcelain tc supply the use of mirrôrs ”— 
Pennant. 
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Te morn hath risen clear and calm, 
And o’er the Green Sea* palely shines, 
Revealing Banrenv’s? groves of palm, 
And ighting Kisama’s° amber vines. 
Fresh smell the shores of AragBy, 
While breezes from the Indian Sea 
Blow round SELAMA’s° sainted cape, 
And curl the shining flood benéath,— 
Whose waves are rich with many a grape, 
And cocoa-nut and flowery wreath, 
Which pious seamen, as they passed, 
Had toward that holy headland cast— 
Oblations to the Geniïi there 
For gentle skies and breezes fair! . 
The nightingale now bends her flight® 
From the high trees, where all the night 


a The Persian Gulf—«To dive for pearls in the Green Sea, or Persian 
Gulf”—Sir W. Jones. 

b Islands in the Gulf. 

e Or Selemeh, the genuine name of the headland at the entrance of the” 
Gulf, commonly called Cape Musseldom. “The Indians, when they pass the 
promontory, throw cocoa-nuts, fruits, or flowers into the sea, to secure a propi 
tious voyage. —Morier. 

à « The nightingalé sings from the pomegranate-groves in the day-time, and 

from the loftiest trees at night/’—Russe/s Aleppo. 


J 
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She sung so sweet with none to listen ; 
And hides her from the morning star 
Where thickets of pomegranate glisten 
In the clear dawn,—bespangled o?er 
With dew, whose night-drops would not sta 
The best and brightest scimitar * 
That ever youthful Sultan wore 


On the first morning of his reign. 


And see—the Sun himself !—on wings 
Of glory up the East he springs. 
Angel of Light! who, from the time 
Those heavens began their march sublime, 
Hath first of all the starry choir 
Trod in his Maker’s steps of fire! 
Where are the days, thou wondrous sphere, 
When Iran, like a sunflower, turned 
To meet that eye where’er it burned ? 
When from the banks of BENDEMEER 
To the nut-groves of SAMARcAND, 
Thy temples flamed o’er all the land ? 
Where are they? ask the shades of them 


Who, or. Capessi4’s° bloody plains, 


2 In speaking of the climate of Shiraz, Francklin says, « The dew is of sucer 
a pure nature, that if the brightest scimitar should be exposed to it all night, it 
would not receive the least rust.”? 


b The place where the Persians were finally defeated by the Arabs, and their 
ancient monarchy destroyed, | 


‘x 


" 
et 
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Saw fierce invaders pluck the gem 
From Irar’s broken diadem, 
And bind her ancient faith in chains :— 
Ask the poor exile, cast alone 
On foreign shores, unloved, unknown, 
Beyond the Caspian’s Iron Gates,* 
Or on the snowy Mossian mountains, 
Far from his beauteous land of dates, 
Her jasmine bowers and sunny fountains. 
Yet happier so than if he trod 
His own beloved, but blighted, sod, 
Beneath x despot stranger’s nod !— 
Q, he would rather houseless roam 
Where Freedom and his God may lead, 
Than be the sleekest slave at home 


That crouches to the conqueror’s creed! 


Is Iraw’s pride then gone for ever, 

Quenched with the flame in Mirara’s caves ?— 
No—she has sons, that never—never— 

Will stoop to be the Moslem’s slaves, 

While heaven has light or earth has graves ;— 
Spirits of fire, that brood not long, 


But flash resentment back for wrong ; 


» Derbend.—« Les Turcs appellent cette ville Demir Capi, Porte de Ke 
æ sont les Caspiæ Portæ des anciens.” — D’ Herbelot. 
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And hearts where, slow but deep, the séeds 
Of vengeance ripén into deeds, 

Till, in some treacherous hour of can, 
They burst, like Zerraw?s giant palm," 
Whose buds fly open with a sound 

That shakes the pigmy forests round! 


Yes, Em! hé, who scaled that tower, 
And, had he reached thy slumbering bréast, 
Had taught theé, in a Gheber’s power 
How safe ev’n tyrant heads may rest— 
Is one of many, brave as he, 
Who loathe thy haughty race and thee ; 
Who, though they know the strife is vain, 
Who, though they know the riven chain 
Snaps but to enter in the heart 
Of him who rends its links apart, 
Yet dare the issue,—blessed to be 
Ev’n for one bleeding moment free, 
And die in pangs of liberty! 
Thou know’st them well—’tis some moons since, 


Thy turbaned troops and blood-red flags, 


a The Talpot or Talipot-tree. «This beautiful palm-tree, wluch grows 
in the heart of the forests, may be classed among the loftiest trees, and 
_ becomes still higher when on the point of bursting forth from its leafv 

samimit. The sheath which then envelopes the flower is very large, an 
when it burstss makes an explosion like the report of a cannon”— 
Thunberg. 
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Thou satrap of a bigot Prince, 
Have swarmed among these Green Sea crags, 
Yet here, ev’n here, a sacred band, 
AY, in the portal of that land 
Thou, Arab, dar’st to call thy own, 
Their spears across thy path have thrown ; 
Here—ere the winds half winged thee o’er— 
Rebellion braved thee from the shore. 
Rebellion! foul, dishonouring word, 
Whose wrongful blight so oft has stamed 
The holiest cause that tongue or sword 
Of mortal ever lost or gained. 
How many a spinit, born to bless, 
Hath sunk beneath that withering name 
Whom but a day’s, an hour’s success 
Had wafted to eternal fame! 
As exhalations, when they burst 
From the warm earth, if chilled at first, 
If checked m soaring from the plain, 
Darken to fogs and sink again ;— 
But, if they once triumphant spread 
Their wings above the mountain-head 
Become enthroned in upper air, 


And turn to sunbright glories there! 


And who is he, that wields the might 
Of Freedom on the Green Sea brink n 
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Before whose sabre’s dazzling light,* 

The eyes of YEMEN’S warriors wink ? 
Who comes, embowered in the spears 
Of Kermaw’s hardy mountaineers ?— 
Those mountaineers that, truest, last, 

Cling to their country’ ancient rites, 
As if that God, whose eyelids cast 

Their closing gleam on Iraw’s heiglis, 
Among her snowy mountains threw 


The last light of his worship too! 


_?Tis HareD—name of fear, whose sound 
Chills like the muttering of a charm!— 
Shout but that awful name around, 
And palsy shakes the manliest arm. 
’Tis HArED, most accursed and dire 
(So ranked by Moslem hate and ire) 
Of all the rebel Sons of Fire; 
Of whose malign, tremendous power 
The Arabs, at their mid-watch hour, 
Such tales of fearful wonder tell, 
That each affrighted sentinel 
Pulls down his cowl upon his eyes, 


Lest Harep in the midst should rise! 


s « When the bright cimitars make the eyes of our heroes wink” —TM 
Hoallakat, Poem of Ar 
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À man, they say, of monstrous birth, 
À mingled race of flame and earth, 
Sprung from those old, enchanted kings,* 
Who in their fairy helms, of ÿore, 
À feather from the mystic wings 
Of the Simoorgh rsistless wore ; 
And gifted by the Fiends of Fire, 
Who groaned to see their shrines expire, 
With charms that, all in vain withstood, 3 
Would drown the Koran’s light in blood. 


Such were the tales that won belief, 
And such the colouring Fancy gave 
To a young, warm, and dauntless Chief,—: LR 
One who, no more than mortal brave, ê 
Fought for the land his soul adored, | 
For happy homes and altars free, — 
His only talisman, the sword, 
His only spell-word, Liberty! 
One of th t ancient hero line, 
Along whose glorious current shine 
Names that have sanctiñed their blood ; 


As LEBANoN’s small mountain flood 


8 Tahmuras, and other ancient Kings of Persia ; whose adventurss in Fairy. 
Jand among the Peris and Dives may be found in Richardson’s curious Disserta 
don. The griffin Simoorgh, they say, took some feathers from her breast for 
T'ahmuras, with which he adorned his helmet, and transmittel them afterwards 


‘ hie descendants. 
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Is rendered holy by the ranks 
Of santed cedars on its banks.® 
Twas not for him to crouch the knee 
Tamely to Moslem tyranny ; 
*Twas not for him, whose soul was cast 
In the bright mould of ages past, 
Whose melancholy spirit, fed 
With all the glories of the dead, 
Though framed for Iran?s happiest years, 
Was born among her chains and tears!— 
’Twas not for him to swell the crowd 
Of slavish heads, that shrinking bowed 
Before the Moslem, as he passed, 
Like shrubs beneath the poison-blast— 
No—far he fled—indignant fled 

The pageant of his country’s shame ; 
While every tear her children shed 

Fell on his soul like drops of flame; 
And, as a lover hails the dawn 


Of a first smile, so welcomed he 


a This rivulet, says Dandini, is called the Holy River from the «“cedar | 
saints” among which it rises, a 
In the Letres Edifiantes, there is a different cause assigned for its name of … 
Holy. «In these are deep caverns, which formerly served as so many celis for » 
a great number of recluses, who had chosen these retreats as the only witnesses 
upon earth of the severity of their penance. The tears of these pious peni. 


ients gave the river of wiucn we have just treated the name of the Holy River” 
—8Sce Chateaubriand’s Beauties of Christianity. ; 
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The sparkle of the first sword drawn 


For vengeance and for liberty! 


But van was valour— vain the flower 

Of Kermaw, in that deathful hour, 
Against AL Hassaw’s whelming power. 
In vain they met him, helm to helm, 
Upon the threshold of that realm 

He came im bigot pomp to sway, 

And with their corpses blocked his way— 
In vain—for every lance they raised, 
Thousands around the conqueror blazed ; 
For every arm that lined their shore, 
Myriads of slaves were wafted o?er,— 

A bloody, bold, and countless crowd, 
Before whose swarm as fast they bowed 


As dates beneath the locust cloud. 


"There stood—but one short league away 
From old Harmozr4’s sultry bay— 
A rocky mountain, o?er the Sea 


Of Oman beetling awfully ;* 


a This mountair, is my own creation, as the stupendous chain” of which 
{ suppose it a link, does not extend quite so far as the shores of the Persian 
Gulf. «This long and lofty range of mountains formerly divided Media from 
Assyria, and now forms the boundary of the Persian and Turkish empires. Ît 
runs parallel with the River Tigris and Persian Gulf, and almost disappearing 
in the vicinity of Gomberoon, (Harmozia,) seems once more to rise in tbe 


ji BRU EE É AE 5 er PEER ns) Dre Li £ 
Se ‘A ES RUE CARE PES RPM TRE CES 


su | LALLA ROOKH. 


A last and solitary link 
Of those stupendous chains that reach 
From the broad Caspian’s reedy brink 
Down winding to the Green Sea beach, 
Around its base the bare rocks stood, 
Like naked giants, in the flood, 
As if to guard the Gulf across ; 
Whilé, on its peak, that braved the sky, 
A ruined Temple towered, so high 
That oft the sleeping albatross° 
Struck the wild ruins with her wing, 
And from her cloud-rocked slumbering 
Started—to find man’s dwelling there 
In her own silent fields of air! 
Beneath, terrific caverns gave 
Dark welcome to each stormy wave 
That dashed, like midnight revellers, in ;— 
And such the strange, mysterious din 
At times throughout those caverns rolled,— 
And such the fearful wonders told, 
Of restless sprites imprisoned there, 


That bold were Moslem, who would dare, 


southern districts of Kerman, and following an easterly course through the centre 


of Meckraun and Balouchistan, is entirely lost in the deserts of Sinde.”.—Kine 
nier’s Persian Empire, 


2 These birds sleep in the air. They are most common about the Cape of 
{ood Hope. 
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At twilight hour, to steer his skiff 
Beneath the Gheber’s lonely cliff.* 


On the land side, whose towers sublime, 
That seemed above the grasp of Time, 
Were severed from the haunts of men 
By a wide, deep, and wizard glen, 
So fathomless, so full of gloom, 
No eye could pierce the void between : 
[t seemed a place where Gholes might come 
= With their foul banquets from the tomb, 
And in its caverns feed unseen. 
Like distant thunder, from below, 
The sound of many torrents came, 
Too deep for eye or ear to know 
If ’twere the sea’s imprisoned flow, 
Or floods of ever-restless flame. 
For, each ravine, each rocky spire 
Of that vast mountain stood on fire ;° 
And, though for ever past the days 
When God was worshipped in the blaze 


a There is an extraordinary hill in this neighbourhood, called Kone Gubr, 

the Guebre’s mountain. It rises in the form of a lofty cupola, and on the 
-ummit of it, they say, are the remains of an Atush Kudu or Fire Temple, 
It is superstitiously held to be the residence of Dceves or Sprites, and many 
marvellous stories are recounted of the injury and witchcraft suflered by 
those who essayed in former days to ascend or explore it/—Pottinger's 
Beloochistan. 

d The Ghebers generally build their temples over subterraneous fires , 
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That from its lofty altar shone,— 

Though fled the priests, the votaries gone, 

Still did the mighty flame burn on;° 

Through chance and change, through good and ill, 
Like its own God’s eternal will, 


Deep, constant, bright, unquenchable ! 


Thither the vanquished Hare» led : 
His little army”s last remains ;— 
« Welcome, terrific glen !?? he saïd ; 
«Thy gloom, that Eerrs’ self might dread, 
«Is Heaven to him who flies from chains !?? 
O’er a dark, narrow bridge-way, known 
To him and to his Chiefs alone, 
They crossed the chasm and gained the towers,— 
« This home,”” he cried, ‘at least is ours ; — 
« Here we may bleed, unmocked by hymns 
« Of Moslem triumph o’er our head ; 
« Here we may fall, nor leave our limbs 


«To quiver to the Moslem’s tread. 


2 « At the city of Yezd, in Persia, which is distinguished by the appellation 
of the Darûb Abadut, or Seat of Religion, the Guebres are permitted to have an 
Atush Kudu or Fire Temple (which, they assert, has had the sacred fire in it 
- since the days of Zoroaster) in their own compartment of the city; but for this 
__indulgence they are indebted to the avarice, not the tolerance of the Persian 
Ë government, which taxes them at twenty-five rupees each man’—-Potkager”s 
Beloochistan. | 
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«6 Stretched on this rock, while vultures’ beaka | 
& Are whetted on our yet warm cheeks, 
« Here—happy that no tyrant’s eye 


cc Gloats on our torments—we may die !??— 


?Twas night when to those towers they came, 
And gloomily the fitful flame, 
That from the ruined altar broke, 
Glared on his features, as he spoke :— 
«?Tis o’er—what men could do, we?ve done 
«If Iran will look tamely on, 
« And see her priests, her warriors driven 
« Before a sensual bigot?s nod, 
«À wretch who shrines his lusts in heaven, 
« And makes a pander of his God ; 
«If her proud sons, her high-born souls, 
« Men, in whose veins—0 last disgrace !—— 
«The blood of Zaz and Rusram* rolls,— 
«If they will court this upstart race, 
« And turn from Mrrara’s ancient ray, 
« To kneel at shrines of yesterday ; 
& If they will crouch to Iraw’s foes, + 
« Why, let them—till the land’s despair 
« Cries out to Heaven, and bondage grows 


ec Too vile for ev’n the vile to bear! 


a Ancient heroes of Persia “Among the Guebres there ait sue, who 
boast their descent from Rustam ”—Slephens’s Persia. 
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€ Till shame at last, long hidden, burns 
«Their inmost core, and conscience turns 
€ Each coward tear the slave lets fall 
« Back on his heart in drops of gall. 
€ But here, at least, are arms unchaine |, 
€ And souls that thraldom never stained !— 

« This spot, at least, no foot of slave 
6 Or satrap ever yet profaned ; 

& And though but few—though fast the wave 
« Of life is ebbing from our veins, 
4 Enough for vengeance still remains. 
€ As panthers, after set of sun, 
€ Rush from the roots of LEBANON 
« Across the dark-sea robber’s way,* 
We’ bound upon our startled prey ; 
6 And when some hearts that proudest swell 
€ Have felt our falchion’s last farewell ; 
When Hope’s expiring throb is o’er, 
6 And ev’n Despair can prompt no more, 
« This spot shall be the sacred grave 
« Of the last few who, vainly brave, 


6e Die for the land they cannot save !” 


His Chiefs stood round——each shining blade 
Upon the broken altar laid— 


= # See Russels account of the panther’s attacking trave lers in tte night 
. the se»-shore about the roots of Lebanon 
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And though so wild and desolate 

Those courts, where once the Mighty sate 
Nor longer on those mouldering towers 
Was seen the feast of fruits and flowers, 
With which of old the Magi fed 

The wandering Spirits of their Dead ;* 
Though neither priest nor rites were there, 

Nor charmed leaf of pure pomegranate ;° 
Nor hymn, nor censer’s fragrant air, 

Nor symbol of their worshipped planet ;° 
Yet the same God that heard their sires 
Heard them, while on that altar’s fires 
They swore “ the latest, holiest deed 
Of the few hearts, still left to bleed, 

Should be, in Iraw’s injured name, 


To die upon that Mount of Flame— 


à « Among other ceremonies, the Magi used to place upon the tops of high 
towers various kinds of rich viands, upon which it was supposed the Peris and 


- the spirits of their departed heroes regaled themselves.”’— Richardson. 


b In the ceremonies of the Ghebers round their Fire, as described by Lord, 
“the Daroo,”’ he says, “giveth them water to drink, and a pomegranate leaf to 
chew in the mouth, to cleanse them from inward uncleanness.”? 

e & Early in the morning, they (the Parsees or Ghebers at Oulam) go in 
crowds to pay their devotions to the Sun, to whom upon all the altars there are 
spheres consecrated, made by magic, resembling the circles of the sun, and when 
the sun rises, these orbs seem to be inflamed, and to turn round with à great 
noise. They have every one a censer in their hands, and offer incense to the 
sun/— Rabbi Benjamin 

à « Nul d’entre eux oseroit se parjurer, quand il a pris à témoin cet élément 
terrible et vengeur’—EÆEncyclopédie F' rançoise. 
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The last of all her patriot line, 


Before her last untrampled Shrine! 


Brave, suffering souls! they little knew 
How many a tear their injuries drew 
From one meek maïd, one gentle foe, 
Whom love first touched with others’ wou— 
Whose life, as free from thought as sin, 
Slept like a lake, till Love threw im 
His talisman, and woke the tide, 
And spread its trembling circles wide. 
Once, Emi! thy unheeding child, 
Mid all this havoc, bloomed and smiled,— 
Tranquil as on some battle-plain 

The Persian lily shines and towers,* 
Before the combat’s reddening stain 

Hath fallen upon her golden flowers. 
Light-hearted maid, unawed, unmoved, 
While Heaven but spared the sire she loved, 
Once at thy evening tales of blood 
Unlistening and aloof she stood.. 
And oft, when thou hast paced along 

Thy Haram halls with furious heat, 


2«A vivid verdure succeeds the autumnal rains, and the ploughed fields 
are covered with the Persian lily, of a resplendent yellow colour’—RussePs 


Aleppo. 
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Hast thou not cursed her cheerful song, 
That came across thee, calm and swee, 
Like lutes of angeis, touched so near 


Hell's confines, that the damned can hear! 


Far other feelings Love hath brought— 
Her soul all flame, her brow all sadness, 
She now has but the one dear thought, 
And thinks that o’er, almost to madness! 
Oft doth her sinking heart recall 
His words—« for my sake weep for ail ;?? 
And bitterly, as day on day 
Of rebel carnage fast succeeds, 
She weeps a lover snatched away 
In every Gheber wretch that bleeds. 
There’s not a sabre meets her eye, 
But with his life-blood seems to swnn; 
There’s not an arrow wings the sky, 
But fancy turns its point to him. 
No more she brings with footsteps light 
Az Hassaw’s falchion for the fight ; 
And—tad he looked with clearer sight, 
Had no: the mists, that ever fise 
From a foul spirit, dimmed his eyes— 
He would have marked her shuddering frame, 
When from the field of blood he came, 
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The faltering speech—the look estranged— 
Voice, step, and life, and beauty changed— 
He would have marked all this, and known 


Such change is wrought by Love alone. 


Ah! not the Love that should have blessed 
So young, so innocent a breast ; 
Not the pure, open, prosperous Love, 
That, pledged on earth and sealed above, 
Grows in the worlds approving eyes, 

In friendship’s smiles and homes caress, 
Collecting all the heart’s sweet ties 

Into one knot of happiness! 
No, Hinpa, no,—thy fatal flame 
Is nursed in silence, sorrow, shame ;— 

_ À passion, without hope or pleasure, 

In thy souls darkness buried deep, 

It lies, like some ill-gotten treasure,— 
Some 1dol, without shrine or name, 
O’er which 1ts pale-eyed votaries keep 


Unholy watch, while others sleep. 


Seven nights have darkened Omaw’s Sea, 
Since last, bencath the moonlight ray, 
She saw his light oar rapidly 
Hurry her Gheber’s bark away, — 
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And still she goes, at midnight hour, 

To weep alone in that high bower, 

And watch, and look along the deep 

For him wl se smiles first made her W£EP ;— 

But watching, weeping, all was vain, 

She never saw his bark again. 

The owlet’s solitary cry, 

The night-hawk, flitting darkly by, 
And oft the hateful carrion bird, 

Heavily flapping his clogged wing, 


Which reeked with that day’s banqueting— 


Was all she saw, was all she heard, 


?Tis the eighth morn—AL Hassan”’s brow 
Is brightened with unusual joy— 

What mighty mischief glads him now, 
Who never smiles but to destroy ? 

The sparkle upon HERKEND’s Sea, 

When tossed at midnight furiously,* 

Tells not of wreck and ruin nigh, 

More surely than that smiling eye! 

«Up, daughter, up—the Kerna’s° breath 


« Has blown a blast would waken death, 


aultis ohserved, with respect to the Sea of Herkerd, that when it is tossed 
by tempestuous vwands, it sparkles like fire.”— Travels of Two Mohanuncdans. 

b A kind of trumpet ;—it “was that used by Tamerlane, the sound of whicb 
15 described as uncommonly dreadfu., and so lud as to be heard at the distance 
of several miles.”—/}'ichardson. 
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“ And yet thou sleep’st—up, child, anc see 
“This blessed day for Heaven and me, 

6 À day more rich in Pagan blood 

“Than ever flashed o’er OmaAnw’s flood. 

« Before another dawn shall shine, 

« His head—heart—limbs will all be mine ; 
“This very night his blood shall steep 


‘These hands all over ere I sleep !”’— 


« Hs blood !”? she faintly screamed—her mind 
Still singling one from all mankind.— 
& Yes—spite of his ravines and towers, 
“HareD, my child, this night is ours. 
“Thanks to all-conquering treachery, 
“ Without whose aid the links accursed 
“That bind these impious slaves, would be 
Too strong for ALLa’s self | to burst ! 
“ That rebel fiend, whose blade has spread 
My path with piles of Moslem dead, 
‘ Whose baffling spells had almost driven 
‘ Back from their course the Swords of Heaven, 
“This night, with all his band, shall know 
‘ How deep an Arab’s steel can go, 
“When God and Vengeance speed the blow. 
“And—Prophet! by that holy wreath 
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6 Thou wor’st on Oxon’s field of death,* 
«I swear, for every sob that parts 
“ In anguish from these heathen hearts, 
‘ À gem from PErsi4’s plundered mines 
“ Shall glitter on thy Shrine of Shrines. 
€ But, ha —she sinlks—that look so wild— 
“ Those livid lips—my child, my child, 
‘This life of blood befits not thee, 
“ And thou must back to ArABy. 

« Ne’er had I risked thy timid sex 
‘ In scenes that man himself might dread, 
‘ Had I not hoped our every tread 

“ Would be on prostrate Persian necks— 
« Cursed race, they offer swords instead ! 
« But cheer thee, maid,—the wind that now 
“Is blowing o’er thy feverish brow, 
“To-day shall waft thee from the shore ; 
« And, e?er a drop of this night’s gore 
« Have time to chill in yonder towers, 


« Thou’lt see thy own sweet Arab bowers !# 


His bloody boast was all too true; 


There lurked one wretch among the few 


a « Mohammed had two helmets, an interior and exterior one; the latter 
of which, called Al Mawashah, the fillet, wreath, or wreathed garland, he wore 
- a the battle 4° Ohod.”— Universal History. 
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Whom Harep’s eagle eye could count 
Around him on that Fiery Mount, — 

One miscreant, who for gold betrayed 

The pathway through the valley?s shade 
To those high towers, where Freedom stood 
In her last hold of flame and blood. 

Left on the field last dreadful night, 

When, sallying from their Sacred height, 
The Ghebers fought hope’s farewell fight, 
He lay—but died not with the brave; 

That sun, which should have gilt his grave, 
Saw him a traitor and a slave ; — 

And, while the few, who thence returned 
To their high rocky fortress, mourned 

For him among the matchless dead 

They left behind on glory’s bed, 

He lived, and, in the face of morn, 


Laughed them and Faith and Heaven to scorn. 


O for a tongue to curse the slave, 
Whose treason, like a deadly blight, 
Comes o’er the councils of the brave, 
And blasts them in their hour of might! 
May Life’s unblessed cup for him 


Be drugged with treacheries to the brim,— 


With hopes, that but allure to fly, 
With joys, that vanish while he sips, 
Like Dead-Sea fruits, that tempt the eye, 
But turn to ashes on the lips!* 
His country’s curse, his children’s shame, 
Outcast of virtue, peace, and fame, 
May he, at last, with lips of flame 
On the parchel desert thirsting die, — 
While lakes, that shone in mockery nigh,° 
Are fading off, untouched, untasted, 
Like the once glorious hopes he blasted! 


8 « They say that tnere aie apple-trees upon the sides of this sea, wnich bea; 
very lovely fruit, but within are all full of ashes.*—Thevenot. The same ie 
asserted of the oranges there; v. Witman’s Travels in Asiatic Turkey. 

«The Asphalt Lake, known by the name of the Dead Sea, is very remark 

able on account of the considerable proportion of salt which it contains. In 
this respect it surpasses every other known water on the surface of the earth 
This great proportion of bitter-tasted salts is the reason why neither animal nor 
plant can live in this water. Klaproth’s Chemical Analysis of the Water of 
the Dead Sea, Annals of Philosophy, January, 1813. Hasselquist, however 
doubts the truth of this last assertion, as there are shell-fish to be found in the 
lake. » 
Lord Byron has a similar allusion to the fruits of the Dead Sea, in that 
wonderful display of genius, his third Canto of Childe Harold, —magnificent 
beyond any thing, perhaps, that even he has ever written, 
: b«'l'he Suhrab or Water of the Desert is said to be caused by the rarefaction 
ot the atmosphere from extreme heat; and, which augments the delusion, it is 
most frequent in hollows, where water might be expected to lodge. I have seen 
bushes and trees reflected in it, with as much accuracy as though it had been 
the face of a clear and still lake.”— Pottinger. 

“As to the unbelievers, their works are like a vapour in a plain, which the 
thirstv traveller thinketh to be water, until when he cometh thereto he findeth 


ft to be nothing.”’—Koran, chap. 24 
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And, when from earth his spirit flies, 

Just Prophet, let the damned-one dwell 
Full in the sight of Paradise, 

Beh >iding heaven, and feeling hell 
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Larca Rookx had, the night before, peen visited by a 
dream, which, in spite of the impending fate of poor Haren, 
made her heart more than usually cheerful during the 
morning, and gave her cheeks all the freshened animation 
of a flower that the Bid-musk has just passed over.® She 
fancied that she was sailing on that Eastern Ocean, where 
the sea-gipsies, who live for ever on the water,” enjoy a 
perpetual summer in wandering from isle to isle, when she 
saw a small gilded bark approaching her. It was like one 
of those boats which the Maldivian islanders send adrnift, 


a « À wind which prevails in February, called Bidmusk, from a small and 
gdoriferous flower of that name.”—«"l'he wind which blows these flowers com. 
monly lasts till the end of the month.”—ZLe Bruyn. 

b «The Biajüs are of two races; the one is settled on Borneo, and are a rude 
but warlike and industrious nation, who reckon themselves the original possessors 
of the island of Borneo. The other is a species of sea-gipsies or itinerant fisher- 
men, who live in small covered bosts, and enjoy a perpetual summer on the 
eastern ocean, shifting to leeward from island to island, with the variations of 
the monsoon. In some of their customs this singular race resemble the natives 
ot the Maldivia islands. The Maldivians annually launch a small bark, loaded 
with perfumes, gums, flowers, and odoriferous wood, and turn it adrift at the 
mercy of winds and waves, as an offering to the Spirit of the Winds ; and some- 
times similar offerings are made to the spirit whom they terin the King of the 
Sea. In like manner the Biajüs perform their offering to the god of evil, 
launching a small bark, loaded with all the sins and misfortunes of the nation, 
which are imagined to fall on the unhappy crew that may be so unlucky as first à 
to meet with it”’—Dr. Leyden on the Languages and Literature of the [ndo» 
Chinese Nations, 
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at the mercy of winds and waves, loaded with perfumes, 
flowers, and odoriferous wood, as an offering to the Spirit 
whom they call King of the Sea. At first, this little bark 


ppeared to be empty, but, on coming nearer 


She had proceeded thus far im relating the dream to her 
Ladies, when FErAMoRz appeared at the door of the pavilion. 
In his presence, of course, every thing else was forgotten, 
and the continuance of the story was instantly requested by 
all. Fresh wood of aloes was set to burn in the cassolets ;— 
the violet sherbets® were hastily handed round, and after a 
short prélude on his lute, in the pathetic measure of Nava,? 
which is always used to express the lamentauons of absent 


lovers, the Poet thus continued :— 


a « The sweet-scented violet is one of the plants most esteemed, particularly 
for its great use in Sorbet, which they make of violet sugar.”—Hasselquist. 

«The sherbet they most esteem, and which is drank by the Grand Signio 
himself, is made of violets and sugar.” — T'avernier. 

b & Last of all she took a guitar, and sung a pathetic air in the measi 
talled Nava, which is always used to express the lamei tetions of absent lovers.’ 
—Persiaon Tales. 
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THE day is lowering—stilly black 
Sleeps the grim wave, while heaven’s rack, 
Dispersed and wild, ’twixt earth and sky 
Hangs like a shattered canopy. 

There’s not a cloud in that blue plain 

But tells of storm to come or past ;—- 
Here, flying loosely as the mane 

Of a young war-horse in the blast ;— 
There rolled in masses dark and swelling, 
As proud to be the thunder’s dwelling! 
While some, already burst and riven, 
Seem melting down the verge of heaven; 
As thougt the infant storm had rent 

The mighty womb that gave him birth, 
And, having swept the firmament, 


Was now in fierce career for earth. 


On earth ’twas yet all calm around, 

À pulseless silence, dread, profound, 
More awful than the tempest’s sound. 
The diver stee-ed for Ormvs’ bowers, 


And moored his skiff till calmer hours; 
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The sea-birds, with portentous screech, 
Flew fast to land ; —upon the beech 
The pilot oft had paused, with glance 
Turned upward to that wild expanse :— 
And all was boding, drear, and dark 
As her own soul, when Hinpa?s bark 
Went slowly from the Persian shore.— 
No music timed her parting oar,° 

Nor friends upon the lessening strand 
Lingered, to wave the unseen hand, 

Or speak the farewell, heard no more ;— 
But lone, unheeded, from the bay 

The vessel takes its mournful way, 

Like some ïll-destined bark that steers 
In silence through the Gate of Tears.» 


And where was stern Az Hassan then ? 
Could not that saintly scourge of men 
From bloodshed and devotion spare 


One minute for a farewell there ? 


à « The Easterns used to set out on their longer voyages with musie © - 
- Harmer. 

b & The Gate of Tears, the straits or passage into the Red Sea, commonly 
called Babelmandel. It received this name from the old Arabians, on account 
of the danger of the navigation, and the number of shipwrecks by which it was 
distinguished; which induced them to consider as dead, and to wear mourning 
for all who had the boldness to hazard the passage through it into the Ethopiq 
ocean. ”— Richardson. | 


No—close within, in changeful fits 
Of cursing and of prayer, he sits 
In savage loneliness to brood 
Upon the coming night of blood, — 

With that keen, second scent of death 
By which the vulture snuffs his food 

In the sull warm and living breath!* 
While o’er the wave his weeping daughter 
Is wafted from these scenes of slaughter,— 
As a young bird of BABYLON,” 
Let loose to tell of victory won, 
Flies home, with wing, ah! not unstained 
By the red hands that held her chained. 


And does the long-left home she seeks 


Lignt np no gladness on her cheeks ? 


The flowers she nursed—the well-known groves, 


Where oft in dreams her spirit roves— : 
Once more to see her dear gazelles 
Come bounding with their silver bells ; 
Her birds’ new plumage to behold, 
And the gay, gleaming fishes count, 


more vultures, u.iseen before, instantly apprar’—Pennant. 
* b«They fasten some writing to the wings of a Bagdat, or Bal ylonian 
- pigeon.”"—Travels of certain Englishmen. 
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a «] have been told that whensoever an animal falls down dead, one ot 
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She left, all filleted with gold, 

Shooting around their jaspe. fount :* 
Her little garden mosque to see, 

And once again, at evening hour, 

To tell her ruby rosary,? 

In her own sweet acacia bower,— 
Can these delights that wait her now, 
Call up no sunshine on her brow ? 
No,—silent, from her train apart, — 

As if ev’n now she felt at heart 

The chill of her approaching doom,— 
She sits, all lovely in her gloom 

As a pale Angel of the Grave ; 

And o’er the wide, tempestuous wave, 
Looks, with a shudder, to those towers, 
Where, in a few short awful hours, 

Blood, blood, in streaming tides shall run, 
Foul incense for to-morrow?s sun ! 

“ Where art thou, glorious stranger ! thou, 
“So loved, so lost, where art thou now ? 
‘€ Foe—Gheber—infidel —whate?er 


«Th? unhallowed name thou”rt doomed to bear, 


# “The Empress of Jehan-Guire used to divert herself with feeding tame fisi 
in her canals, some of which were Many years afterwards known by fillets of 
gold, which she caused to be put round them.” Harris. 

b «Le Tespih, qui est un chapelet, composé de 99 petites boules d’agathe 
de jaspe, d’ambre, de corail, où d’autre matière précieuse, J 
superbe au Seigneur Jerpos; il étoit de be 
égales, estimé trente mille Piastres.”—Toerz 
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«Still glorious—still to this fond heart 


€ Dear as its blood, whate’er thou art! 
«Yes—ALLa, dreadful ALLA yes— 

« If there be wrong, be crime in this, 

« Let the black waves that round us roll, 
‘ Whelm me this instant, ere my soul, 

« Forgetting faith—home—father —all — 
“€ Before its earthly idol fall, 

“ Nor worship ev’n Thyself above him— 
For, O, so wildly do I love him, 
Thy Paradise itself were dim 

“ And joyless, if not shared with him !"” 


Her hands were clasped—Her eyes upturned, 
Dropping their tears like moonlight rain ; 
And, though her lip, fond raver! burned 
With woïds of passion, bold, profane, 
Yet was there light around her brow, 
_ A holiness in those dark eyes, 
Wbhich showed, —though wandering earthward 
10W,— 
Her spirit’s home was in the skies 
Yes—for a spirit pure as hers 
Is always pure, ev’n while it errs ; 


As sunshine, broken in the rill, 


: Though turned astray, is sunshine still! 
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So wholly had her mind forgot 
AIl thoughts but one, she heeded not 
The rising storm—the wave that cast 
A moment’s midnight, as it passed— 
Nor heard the frequent shout, the ‘tread 
Of gathering tumuit o?er her head— 
Clashed swords, and tongues that seemea to vie 
With the rude riot of the sky. 
But, hark!—that war-whoop on the deck— 

That crash, as if each engine there, 
Mast, sails, and all, were gone to wreck, 

Mid yells and stampings of despair! 
Merciful Heaven! what can it be? 
?Tis not the storm, though fearfully 
The ship has shuddered as she rode 
O’er mountain-waves.—< Forgive me, God! 
“ Forgive me”’—shrieked the maid, and knelt 
for she felt 
As if her judgment-hour was near; 


While crouching round, half dead with fear, 


Trembling all over 


Her handmaids clung, nor breathed, nor stirred— 
When, hark!—a second crash—a third— 

And now, as if a bolt of thunder 

Had riven the labouring planks asunder, 

The deck falls in—what horrors then! 


Blood, waves, and tackle, swords and men 


s 
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Come mixed together through the chasm,— 

£ome wretches in their dying spasm 

Still fighting on—and some that call 

& For Gop and Iran !” as they fall ! 


Whose was the hand that turned away 
The perils of th? infuriate fray, 

And snatched her breathless from beneath 
This wilderment of wreck and death ? 
She knew not—for a faintness came 

Chill o’er her, and her sinking frame 
Amid the ruins of that hour 

Lay, like a pale and scorched flower, 
Beneath the red volcano’s shower. 

But, O! the sights and sounds of dread 
That shocked her ere her senses fled ! 

The yawning deck—the crowd that strove 
Upon the tottering planks above— 

The sail, whose fragments, shivering o’er 
The strugglers’ heads, all dashed with gore, 
Fluttered like bloody flags—the clash 

Of sabres, and the lightning”s flash 

Upon their blades, high tossed about 

Like meteor brands —as if throughout 


The elements one fury ran, 


8 The metoors that Pliny calls « faces,” 
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One general rage, that left a doub: 


Which was the fiercer, Heaven or Man 


Once too—but no—it could not be— 
Twas fancy all—yet once she thought, 
While yet her fading eyes could see, 
High on the ruined deck she caught * 
À glimpse of that unearthly form, 
That glory of her soul, —ev’n then, 
Amid the whirl of wreck and storm, 
Shining above his fellow-men, 
As, on some black and troublous night, 
The star of Ecypr,* whose proud light 
Never hath beamed on those who rest 
In the White Islands of the West,” 
Burns through the storm with looks of flame 
That put Heaven’s cloudier eyes to shame. 
But no—’twas but the minute’s dream— 
À fantasy—and ere the scream 
Had half-way passed her pallid lips, 
À deathlike swoon, a chill eclipse 
Of soul and sense its darkness spread 


Around her, and she sunk, as dead. 


8,& The brilliant Canopus, unseen in European climates.”— Pros 
b Sco Wilford’s learned Essays on the Sacred Iles in the West, 
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How calm, how beautiful comes on 
The stilly hour, when storms are gone ; 
When warring winds have died away, 
And clouds, beneath the glancing ray, 
Melt off, and leave the land and sea 
Sleeping in bright tranquillity,— 

Fresh as if Day again were born, 
Again upon the lap of Morn! 

When the light blossoms, rudely torn 
And scattered at the whirlwind’s will, 
Hang floating in the pure air still, 
Filing it all with precious balm, 

In gratitude for this sweet calm ;— 
And every drop the thunder-showers 
Have left upon the grass and flowers 
Sparkles, as ’twere that lightning-gem* 
Whose liquid flame is born of them! 
When, ’stead of one unchanging breeze, 

There blow a thousand gentle airs, 
And each a different perfume bears,—" 

As if the loveliest plants and trees 
Had vassal breezes of their own 
To watch and wait on them alone, 


And waft no other breath than theirs: 


& À precious stone 0: the Indices, called by the ancients Ceraunium, because 
Ë was supposed to be found in places where thunder had fallen. Tertullian 
says it has a glittering appearance, as if there had been fire in it; and the autnor 
of the Dissertation in Harris’s Voyages supposes it to be the opa. 
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When the blue waters rise and fall, 

In sleepy sunshine mantling all; 

And ev’n that swell the tempest leates 
Is like the full and silent heaves 

Of lovers’ hearts, when newly blessed, 


Too newly to be quite at rest. 


Such was the golden hour that broke 
Upon the world, when Hixpa woke 
From her long trance, and heard around 
No motion but the water’s sound 
Rippling against the vessel’s side, 
As slow it mounted o’er the tide.— 
But where is she ?—her eyes are dark, 
Are wildered still—is this the bark, 
The same, that from Harmozra’s bay 
Bore her at morn—whose bloody way 
The sea-dog tracked ?—no—strange and new 
Is all that meets her wondering view. 
Upon a galliot’s deck she lies, 
Beneath no rich pavilion’s shade,— 
No plumes to fan her sleeping eyes, | 
Nor jasmine on her pillow laid. 
But the rude litter, roughly spread 
With war-cloaks, is her homely bed, 
And shawl and sash, on javelins hung, 


For awning o’er her head are fiung. 
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Shuddering she looked around—there lay 
A group of warriors in the sun, 
| Resting their limbs, as for that day 
Their ministry of death were done. 
Some gazing on the drowsy sea, 
Lost in unconscious reverie ; 
And some, who seemed but ill to brook 
lhat sluggish calm, with many a look 
L à 


lo the slack sail impatient cast, 


As loose it flagged around the mast. 


Blessed AA! who shall save her now ? 
There’s not in all that warrior band 
One Arab sword, one turbaned brow 
From her own Faithful Moslem land. 
Their garb—the leathern belt* that wraps 
Each yellow vest?—that rebel hue— 
The Tartar fleece upon their caps °— 
Yes—yÿes—her fears are all too true, 
And Heaven hath, in this dreadful hour, 
Abandoned her to HArED’s power;— 
Haren, the Gheber !—at the thought 
Her very heart’s blood chills within, 


D Herbelot, art. Agduani. 
b «The Guebres are known by a dark yellow colour, which the men affect 
#r their clothes. — Thevenot. 
© «'l'he Kolah, or cap, worn by the Persians, is made of the skin of the sheep 
of Tartary.— Waring. 
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He, whom her soul was hourly taught 

To loathe, as some foul fiend of sin, 
Some minister, whom Hell had sent 
To spread its blast, where?er he went, 
And fling, as o’er our earth he trod, 
His shadow betwixt man and God! 
And she is now his captive,—thrown 
In his fierce hands, alive, alone ; 
His the Mfuriate band she sees, 
All inñidels—all enemies ! 
What was the daring hope that then 
Crossed her like lightning, as again, 
With boldness that despair had lent, 

She darted through that armed crowa 
À look so searching, so intent, 

That ev’n the sternest warrior bowed 
Abashed, when he her glances caught, 
Às if he guessed whose form they sought! 
But no—she sees him not—tis gone, 
The vision that before her shone 
Through all the maze of blood and storn., 
Is fled—twas but a phantom form— 
One of those passing, rainbow dreams, 
Half light, half shade, which Fancy’s beams 
Paint on the fleeting mists that roll 


Ta trance or slumber round the soul, 
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But now the bark, with aivelier bound, 

Scales the blue wave—the crew’s in motion, 
The oars are out, and with light sound 

Break the bright mirror of the ocean, 
Scatering its brilliant fragments round. 

And now she sees—with horror sees, 

Their course is toward that mountain-hold,— 
Those towers, that make her life-blood freeze, 
Where Mecca’s gocLess enemies 

Lie, like beleaguered scorpions, rolled 

In their last deadly, venomous fold ! 

Amid th? illumined land and flood 
Sunless that mighty mountain stood ; 
Save where, above its awful head, 
There shone a flaming cloud, blood-red, 
As ’twere the flag of destiny 


Hung out to mark where death would be! 


Had her bewildered mind the power 

Of thought in this terrific hour, 

She well might marvel where or how 

Man’s foot could scale that mountain’s b1w, 
Since ne’er had Arab heard or known 

Of path but through the glen alone.— 

But every thought was lost in fear, 


When, as their bounding bark drew near 
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The craggy base, she fe. the waves 
Hurry them toward those dismal caves 
That from the Deep in windings pass 
Beneath that Mount’s volcanic mass ;— 
And loud a voice on deck commands 
To lower the mast and light the brands !… 
Instantly o’er the dashing tide 
Within a cavern’s mouth they glide, 
Gloomy as that eternal Porch 

Through which departed spirits go ;— 
Not e1’n the flare of brand and torch 

ts flickering light could further throw 

Than the thick flood that boiled below. 
Silent they floated—as if each 
Sat breathless, and too awed for speech 
In that dark chasm, where even sound 
Seemed dark,—so sullenly around 
Fhe goblin echoes of the cave 
Muttered it o’er the long black wave 
As ’twere some secret of the grave! 
But soft—they pause—the current turns 

Beneath them from its onward track ; mn 
Some mighty, unseen barrier spurns 

The vexed tide, all foaming, back, 
And searce the oars’ redoubled force 


Can stem the eddy’s whirling course ; 
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When, hark!—some desperate foot has sprung 
Among the rocks—the chain is flung— 
The oars are up—the grapple clings, 

And the tossed bark in moorings swings. 
Just then, a daybeam through the shade 
Broke tremulous—but, ere the maiïd 

Can see from whence the brightness steals, 
Üpon her brow she shuddering feels 

À viewless hand, that promptly ties 

À bandage round her burning eyes ; 
While the rude litter where she lies, 
Uplifted by the warrior throng, 


O’er the steep rocks is borne along. 


Blest power of sunshine!—penial Day, 

What balm, what life is in thy ray! 

To feel thee is such real bliss, 

That had the world no joy but this, 

- To sit in sunshine calm and sweet, — 

It were a world too exquisite 

For man to leave it for the gloom, 

The deep, cold shadow of the tomb. 

Ev’n Hinpa, though she saw not where 
Or whither wound the perilous road, 

Yet knew by that awakening air, 
Which suddenlyÿ around her glowed, 
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That they had risen from darkaess then, 


And breathed the sunny world again. 


But soon this balmy freshness fled— 
For now the steepy labyrinth ed 
Througn damp and gloom—mid crash of boughs, 
And fall of loosened crags, that rouse 
The leopard from his hungry sleep, 
Who, starting, thinks each crag a prey, 
And long is heard, from steep to steep, 
Chasing them down their thundering way ! 
The jackal’s cry—the distant moan 
Of the hyena, ferce and lone— 
Aïd that eternal saddening sound 
Of torrents in the glen beneath, 
As ’twere the ever-dark Profound 
That rolls beneath the Bridge of Death! 
All, all is fearful—ev’n to see, 
To gaze on those terrific things 
She now but blindly hears, would be 
Relief to hier IMAgININgs ; 
Since never yet was shape so dread, 
But F'ancy, thus in darkness thrown, 
And by such sounds of horror fed, 


Could frame more dreadful of her own. 
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But does she dream? has Fear again 
Perplexed the workings of her brain, 
Or did a voice, all music, then 
Come from the gloom, low whispering near— 
 Tremble not, love, thy Gheber”’« here ?”? 
She does not dream—all sense, all ear, 
She drinks the words, «Thy Gheber's here * 
?Twas his own voice—she could not err— 
Throughout the breathing world's exten? 
There was but one such voice for her, 
So kind, so soft, so eloquent! 
O, sooner shall the rose of May 
Mistake her own sweet nightingals 
And to some meaner minstrels lay 
Open her bosom’s glowing veil,* 
Than Love shall ever doubt a tone, 
A breath of the beloved one! 


Though blessed, mid all her ills, to think 
She has that one beloved near, 

Whose smile, though met on ruin’s brink. 
Hath power to make ev’n ruin dear,— 

Yet soon this gleam of rapture, crossed 


By fears for him, is chilled and lost. 


a À frequent image among the Oriental poets. “T'he nigntingaies warbled 
their enchanting notes, and rent the thin veils of the rose-bud and the tuse.”— 
Jam. 
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How shall the ruthless Harep brook 
That one of Gheber blood should look, 
With aught but curses in his eye, 
On her—a maid of ArABy— 
À Moslem maid—the child of him, 
Whose bloody banner’s dire success 
Hath left their altars cold and dim, 
And their fair land a wilderness ! 
And, worse than all, that night of blood 
Which comes so fast—O! who shall stay 
The sword, that once hath tasted food 
Of Persian hearts, or turn its way ? 
What arm shall then the victim cover, 


Or from her father shield her lover ? 


“Save him, my Go !” she inly cries— 
“Save him this night—and if thine eyes 
« Have ever welcomed with delight 
«The sinner’s tears, the sacrifice 
« Of sinners’ hearts—pouard him this night, 
‘ And here, before thy throne, I swear 
& From my heart’s inmost core to tear 
« Love, hope, remembrance, though they ba 
€ Linked with each quivering life-string there, 
“And give it bleeding all to Thee! 
& Let him but live, the burning tear, 


«The sighs, so sinful, yet so dear, 
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€ Which have been all too much his own, 
€ Shall from this hour be Heaven’s alone. 
« Youth passed in penitence, and age 
€ In long and painful pilgrimage, 
«€ Shall leave no traces of the flame 
€ That wastes me now—nor shall his name 
& E’er bless my lips, but when I pray 
6 For his dear spirit, that away 
é Casting from its angelic ray 
‘Th’ eclipse of earth, he, too, may shine 
« Redeermed, all glorious and all Thine! 
Think—think what victory to win 
ce One radiant soul like his from sin, — 
€ One wandering star of virtue back 
«To its own native, heavenward track. 
« Let him but live, and both are Thine. 
«Together thine—for, blessed or crosse à, 
i Living or dead, his doom is nrine, 
« And, if he perish, both are lost !?? 
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Te next evening Lara Rookx was entreated by her 
Ladies to continue the relation of her wonderful dream; but 
the fearful interest that hung round the fate of Hinpa and 
her lover had completely removed every trace of it from her 
mind ; much to the disappointment of a fair seer or two in 
her train, who prided themselves on their skill in interpreting 
visions, and who naa already remarked, as an unlucky omen, 
that the Princess, on the very morning after the dream, had 
worn a silk dyed with the blossoms of the sorrowful tree, 


Nilica.® 


FADLADEEN, whose indignation had more than once 
broken out during the recital of some parts of this heterodox 
poem, seemed at length to have made up his mind to the : 
infliction ; and took his seat this evening with all the patience 
of a martyr, while the Poet resumed his profane and seditious 


story as foflows : 


# & Blossoms of the sorrowful Nyctanthes give a durable colour to sék””- . 
. Remarks on the Husbandry of Bengal, p.200. Nilica is one of the Indian names 
of this flawer.—Sir W. Jones. The Persians call it Gull.—Curreri, 
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To tearless eyes and hearts at ease 
The leafÿ shores and sunbright seas, 
That lay beneath that mountain’s height, 
Had been a fair, enchanting sight. 
?Twas one of those ambrosial eves 
A day of storm so often leaves 
At its calm setting—when the West 
Opens her golden bowers of rest, 

And a moist radiance from the skies 

Shoots trembling down, as from the eyes 

Of some meek penitent, whose last 

Bright hours atone for dark ones pat, 

And whose sweet tears, o’er wrong forgiven, 


Shine, as they fall, with light from heaven! 


?T'was stillness all—the winds that late 
Had rushed through Kerman’s almond groves, 
And shaken from her bowers of date 


That cooling feast the traveller loves,” 


aw]n parts of Kerman, whatever dates are shaken from the trees by the 
wiud they do not touch, but leave them for those who have not any, or for tra 
vellers—ÆEbn Haukal 
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- Now, lulled to languor, scarcely curl 

The Green Sea wave, whose waters gleam 

Limpid, as if her mines of pearl 
Were melted all to form the stream; 

And her fair islets, small and bright, 
With their green shores reflected there 

Look like those Pert isles of light, 
That hang by spell-work in the air. 


But vainly did those glories burst 
On Hinps’s dazzled eyes, when first 
The bandage from her brow was taken, 
And, pale and awed as those who waken 
In their dark tombs—when, scowling near, 
The Searchers of the Grave* appear, — 
She shuddering turned to read her fate 
În the fierce eyes that flashed around ; 
And saw those towers all desolate, 
That o’er her head terrific frowned, 
As if defying ev’n the smile 
Of that soft heaven to gild their pile. 
In vain with mingled hope and fear, 
She looks for him whose voice so dear 


Had come, like music, to her ear— 


3 The swo terrible angels, Monkir and Nakir, who are called «the Searchers 


of the Grave” in the « Creed of the orthodox Mahometans” given by Ockley 
vol ii 
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Strange, mocking dream —again tis fled. 

And O, the shoots, the pangs of aread 

That through her inmost bosom run, 
When voices from without proclaim 

« Haren, the Chief, ’—and, one by one, 
The warriors shout that fearful name! 

He comes—the rock resounds his tread— 

How shall she dare to lift her head, 

Or meet those eyes whose scorching glare 

Not YEMEN”’s boldest sons can bear ? 

In whose red beam, the Moslem tells, 

Such rank and deadly fustre dwells, 

As in those heilish fires that light 

The mandrake’s charnel leaves at night.* 

How shall she bear that voice’s tone, 

At whose loud battle-cry alone 

Whole squadrons oft in panic ran, 

Scattered like some vast caravan, 

When stretched at evening round the weii, 


They hear the thirsting tiger’s yell 2. 


Breathless she stands, with eyes cast down 


Shrinking beneath the fiery frown, 


a u’lhe Arabians call the mandrake cthe Devil's candle, on account of ds 
* shining appearance in the night.”"— Richardson 
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Which, fancv telis her, from that brow 
Is flashing o’er her tiercely now: 
And shuddering as she hears the tread 
Of his retiring warrior band.— 
Never was pause so full of dread ; 
Di Harep with a trembling hand 
Took hers, and leaning o’er her, said, 
‘6 Hinpa ;”—that word was all he spoke, 
Ana ’twas enougn—the shriek that broke 
From her full bosom, told the rest.— 
Panting with terror, joy, surprise, 
The maid but lifts her wondering eyes, 
To hide them on her Gheber’s breast! 
?Tis he, ?tis he—the man’of blood, 
The fellest of the Fire-fiend’s brood, 
Haren, the demon of the fight, 
Whose voice unnerves, whose glances blisht,— 
Is her own loved Gheber, mild 
And glorious as when first he smiled 
In her lone tower, and left such beams 
Of his pure eye to light her dreams, 
That she believed her bower had givea 


Rest to some wanderer from heaven! 


Moments there are, and this was one, 


Snatched like a minute’s g.eam of sun 
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Amid the black Simoom’s eclipse— 
Or, like those verdant spots that bloom 
Around the crater’s burning lips, 
Sweetening the very edge of doom! 
The past—the future—all that Fate 
Jan bring of dark or desperate 
Around such hours, but makes them cast 


Intenser radiance while they last! 


Ev’n he, this youth—though dimmed and gone 
Each star of Hope that cheered him on— 
His glories lost—his cause betrayed— 
IRAN, his dear-loved country, made 
À land of carcasses and slaves, 
One dreary waste of chains and graves! 
Hiümself but lingering, dead at heart, 

To see the last, long struggling breath 
Of Libeity’s great soul depart, 

Then lay him down and share her death— 
Ev’n he, so sunk in wretchedness, 

With doom still darker gathering o’er him, 
Yet, in this moment’s pure caress, 

In the mild eyes that shone before him, 
Bcaming that blest assurance, worth 
All other transports known on earth, 
That he was loved—well, warmly loved— 


O! in this precio 1s hour he proved 
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How deep, how thorough-felt the glow 
Of rapture, kindling out of woe ;— 
How exquisite one single drop 

Of bliss, thus sparkling to the top 

Of miserÿy’s eup—how keenly quaffed, 


Though death must follow on the draught ! 


She, too, while gazing on those eyes 
That sink into her soul so deep, 
Forgots all fears, all miseries, 
Or feels them like the wretch in sleep, 
Whom fancy cheats into a smile, 
Who dreams of joy, and sobs the while ! 
The mighty Ruins where they stood, 
Upon the mount’s high, rocky verge, 
Lay open towards the ocean flood, 
Where lightly o’er the illumined surge 
Many a fair bark that, all the day, 
Had lurked in sheltering creek or bay, 
Now bounded on, and gave their sails, 
Yet dripping, to the evening gales ; 
Like eagles, when the storm is done, 
Spreading their wet wings in the sun. 
The beauteous clouds, though daylight’s Siar 
Had sunk behind the hills of La, 


Were s'il with Ungering glories bright,— 
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As if, to grace the gorgeous West, 

The Spirit of departing Light 
That eve had left his sunny vest 

Bchind him, ere he winged his flight. 
Never was scene so formed for love! 
Beneath them waves of crystal move 
In silent swell—Heaven glows above, 
And their pure hearts, to transport given, 


Swell like the wave, and glow like Heaven. 


But ah! too soon that dream is past— 
Again, again her fear returns ;— 

Night, dreadful night, is gathering fast, 
More faintly the horizon burns, 

And every rosy tint that lay 

On the smooth sea hath died away. 

Hastily to the darkening skies 

A glance she casts—then wildly cries, 

« At night, he said—and, look, ?tis near — 
« Fly, fly—if yet thou lov’st me, fly — 

« Soon will his murderous band be here, 
« And I shall see thee bleed and die.— 

« Hush! heard’st thou not the tramp of men 

« Soundmg from yonder fearful glen ?— 

« Perhaps ev’n now they climb the wood— 
« Fly, fly—though still the West is bright, 
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«He’1l come—O! yes—he wants thy blood— 


€ I know him—-he?ll not wait for night |? 


In terrors ev’n to agony 
She clings around the wondering Chief ;— 
“ Alas, poor wildered maid! to me 
‘Thou ow?st this raving trance of grief. 
« Lost as I am, naught ever grew 
‘ Beneath my shade but perished too— 
“My doom is like the Dead Sea air, 
‘ And nothing lives that enters there ! 
“ Why were our barks together driven 
‘ Beneath this morning”’s furious heaven ? 
“Why, when I saw the prize that chance 
“Had thrown into my desperate arms, — 
‘ When, casting but a single glance 
“Upon thy pale and prostrate charms, 
«I vowed (though watching viewless o’er 
«Thy safety through that hour’s alarms) 
‘To meet th’ unmanning sight no more— 
«Why have I broke that heart-wrung vow à 
Why weakly, madly met thee now ? 
“€ Start not—that noise is but the shock 
«Of torrents through yon valley hurled- 
« Dread nothing here—upon this rock 


& We stand above the jarring world, 
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? & Alike beyond its hope—its dread— 
€ In gloomy safety, like the Dead! 
«Or, could ev’n earth and hell unite 
€ In league to storm this Sacred Height, 
€ Fear nothing thou—myself, to-night, 
€ And each o’erlooking star that dwells 
« Near God, will be thy sentinels ; 
« And, ere to-morrow’s dawn shall glow, 
« Back to thy sire L 


« To-morrow | —no—?? 


The maiden screamed—tthou’lt never see 
€ To-morrow’s sun—death, death will be 
«The mght-cry through each reeking tower, 
« Unless we fly, ay, fly, this hour! 
« Thou art betrayed—some wretch who knew 
« That dreadful glen’s mysterious clew— 
& Nay, doubt not—by yon stars, ’tis true— 
« Hath sold thee to my vengeful sire ; 
«This morning, with that smile so dire 
« He wears in joy, he told me all, 
ce And stamped in triumph through our hall, 
« As though thy heart already beat 
« Its last life-throb beneath his feet! 
6: Good Heaven, now little dreamed I then 

« His victim was my own loved youth! 
« Fly—send—let some one watch the glen— 


« By a my hopes of heaven, ’tis truth !”? 
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O! colder than the wind that freezes 
Founts, that but now in sunshine played, 
Is that congealing pang which seizes 
The trusting bosom, when betrayed. 
He felt it—deeply felt—and stood, 
As if the tale had frozen his blood, 
So mazed and motionless was he ;— 
Like one whom sudden spells enchant, 
Or some mute, marble habitant 
Of the still Halls of Isamonie !* 


But soon the painful chill was o’er, 
And his great soul, herself once more, 
Looked from his brow in all the rays 
Of her best, happiest, grandest days. 
Never, in moment most elate, 

Did that high spirit loftier rise ;— 
While bright, serene, determinate, 

His looks are lifted to the skies, 
Às if the signal lights of Fate 

Were shining in those awful eyes! 
?Tis come—his hour of martyrdom 


In TRaw’s sacred cause is come ; 


# For an account of Ishmonie, the petrified city in Upper Egypt, where it is 
said there are many statues of men, women, &c., to be seen to this day, see 
Perry’'s View of the Levant. " 
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And, though his life hath passed away 

Like Lightning on a stormy day, 

Yet shall his death-hour leave a track 
Of glory, permanent and bright, 

To which the brave of after-times, 

The sufféring brave, shall long look back 
With proud regret, —and by its light 
Watch through the hours of slavery?s night 

For vengeance on th” oppressor’s crimes. 

This rock, his monument aloft, 

Shall speak the tale to many an age, 

And hither bards and heroes oft 
Shall come in secret pilgrimage, 

And bring their warrior sons, and tell 

The wondering boys where Harep fell ; 

And swear them on those lone remains 

Of their lost country’s ancient fanes, 

Never—while breath of life shall live 

Within them—never to forgive 

Th’ accursed race, whose ruthless chain 

Hath left on IraN’s neck a stain 


Blood, blood alone can cleanse again! 


Such are the swelling “houghts that now 


Enthrone themselves on Harep’s brow; 
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And ne’er did Saint of Issa® gaze 
On the red wreath, for martyrs twined, 
More proudly than the youth surveys 
That pile, which through the gloom behind, 
Half lighted by the altar’s fire, 
Glimmers—his destined funeral pyre! 
Heaped by his own, his comrades” hands 
Of every wood of odorous breath, 
There, by the Fire-God’s shrine it stands, 
Ready to fold in radiant death 
The few still left of those who swore 
To perish there, when hope was o’er— 
The few, to whom that couch of flame, 
Which rescues them from bonds and shame, 
Is sweet and welcome as the bed 
For their own infant Prophet spread, 
When pitying Heaven to roses turned 


The death-flames that beneath him burned !? 


a Jesus. 

b The Ghebers say that when Abraham, their great Prophet, was thrown 
into the fire by order of Nimrod, the flame turned instantly into “a bed of roses, 
where the child sweetly reposed.— Tavernier. 

Of their other Prophet, Zoroaster, there is a story told in Dion Prusœus, 
Vrat. 36, that, the love of wisdom and virtue leading him to a solitary 
life upon a mountain, he found it one day all in a flame, shining with 
celestial fire, out 2f which he came without any harm, and instituted certain 
sacrifices to God, who, he declared, then appeared to him.—v. Patrick on 
Exodus, iü. 2. 
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With watchfulness the maid attends 
His rapid glance, where’er it bends— 
Why shoot his eyes such awful beams ? 
What plans he now? what thinks or dreams? 
Alas! why stands he musing here, 
When every moment teems with fear ? 
‘ HArED», my own beloved Lord,” 
She kneeling cries— first, last adored! 
«If in that soul thou’st ever felt 
‘ Half what thy lips nnpassioned sworé, 
« Here, on my knees that never knelt 
“To any but their God before, 
«I pray thee, as thou lov’st me, fly— 
«Now, now—ere yet their blades are nigh, 
O haste—the bark that bore me hither 
‘ Can waft us o’er yon darkening sea 
‘6 East—vwest—alas, I care not whither, 
€ So thou art safe, and I with thee ! 
“ Go where we will, this hand in thme, 
« Those eyes before me smiling thus, 
« Through good and ill, through storm and shine, 
«The world’s a world of love for us! 
‘On some calm, blessed shore we’ll dwell, 
« Where ’tis no crime to love too well ;— 
« Where thus to worship tenderly 
‘ An erring child of light like thee 


“Will not-be sin—or, if it be, 
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« Where we may weep our faults away, 
« Together kneeling, night and day, 
« Thou, for my sake, at Azza’s shrine, 
66 And I—at any God’s, for thine |”? 


Wildly these passionate words she spoke—- 
Then hung her head, and wept for shame, 
Sobbing, as if a heartstring broke 
With every deep-heaved sob that came. 
While he, young, warm—0O ! wonder not 
If, for a moment, pride and fame, 
His oath—his cause—that shrine of flame, 
And IrAw’s self are all forgot 
For her whom at his feet he sees 
Kneeling in speechless agonies. 
No, blame him not, if Hope awhile 
Dawned in his soul, and threw her smile 
O’er hours to come—o?er days and nights, 
Winged with those precious, pure delights 
Which she, who bends all beauteous there, 
Was born to kindle and to share, 
A tear or two, which, as he bowed 
To raise the suppliant, trembling stole, 
First warned him of this dangerous cloud 
Of softness passing o’er his soul. 
Starting, he brushed the drops away, 


Enworthv o?et that cheek to stray ;—= 
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Like one who, on the morn of fight, 
Shakes from his sword the dews of night, 
That had but dimmed, not stained its light, 


Yet, though subdued th? unnerving thrill, 
Its warmth, its weakness lingered stul 
50 touching in each look and tone, 
Thet the fond, fearing, hoping maid 
Half counted on the flight she prayed, 
Half thought the hero’s soul was grown 
As soft, as yielding as her own, 
And smiled and blessed him, while he said— 
« Yes—if there be some happier sphere, 
« Where fadeless truth like ours is dear,— 
«If there be any land of rest 
€ For those who love and ne’er forget, 
& O! comfort thee—for safe and bless’d 


« We’ll meet in that calm region yet!” 


Scarce had she time to ask her heart 

If good or ill these words impart, 
When the roused youth impatient flew 
To the tower-wall, where, high in view, 


À ponderous sea-horn* hung, and blew 


a «The shell called Siiankos, common to India, Africa, and the Mediterrancan, 
enu still used in many parts as a trumpet for blowing alarms or giving signals, 
-i sends forth a deep and hollow sound.—Pennant. 


272 LALLA ROOKH. 


ES 


A signal, deep and dread as those 

The storm-fiend at his rising blows.— 

Full well his Chieftains, sworn and true 

Through life and death, that signal knew ; 

For ’twas th? appomted warning blast, 
Th? alarm, to tell when hope was past, 

And the tremendous death-die cast! 

And there, upon the mouldering tower, 

Hath hung this sea-horn many an hour, 

Ready to sound o?er land and sea 


That dirge-note of the brave and free. 


They came—his Chieftains at the call 
Came slowly round, and with them all— 
Alas, how few !—the worn remains 
Of those who late o’er Kermaw’s plains 
Went gayly prancing to the clash 

Of Moorish zel and tymbalon, 
Catching new hope from every flash 

Of their long länces in the sun, 
And, as their coursers charged the wind, 
And the white ox-tails streamed behind,® 
Looking, as if the steeds they rode 
Were winged, and every Chief a God! 


a «The finest ornament for the horses is made of six large flying tassels cf 
iong white hair, taken out of the tails of wild oxen, that are to be found in some 
places of the Indies.”— T'hevennt. 
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How fallen, how altered now! how wan 
Each scarred and faded visage shone, 
As round the burning shrine they came ;— 
How deadly was the glare it cast, 
As mute they paused before the flame 
To light their torches as they passed! 
"Twas silence all—the youth hath planned 
The duties of his soldier-band ; 
And each determined brow declares 
His faithful Chieftains well know theirs. 


But minutes speed—night gems the skies— 
And O, how soon, ye blessed eyes, 
That look from heaven, ye may behold, 
Sights that will turn your star-fires cold! 
Breathless with awe, impatience, hope, 
The maiden sees the veteran group 
Her litter silently prepare, 

And lay it at her trembling feet ;— 

And now the youth, with gentle care, 
Hath placed her in the sheltered seat, 
And pressed her hand—that lingering press 
Of hands, that for the last time sever; 

Of hearts, whose pulse of happiness, 
When that hold breaks, is dead for ever. 
And yet to her this sad caress 


Gives hope—s0 fondly hope can err! 
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Twas joy, she thought, joy’s mute excess— 
Their happy flight’s dear harbinger ; 
’Twas warmth—assurance—tenderness— 


?Twas any thing but leaving her. 


« Faste, haste !”? she cried, «the clouds grow dark, 
« But still, ere night, we’ll reach the bark; 
“ And by to-morrow?s dawn—O bliss! 
se With thee upon the sunbright deep, 
«Far off, ll but remember this, 
“As some dark, vanished dream of sleep ; 
« And thou 


7? but ah!—he answers not— 
Good Heaven !—and does she go alone ? 

She now has reached that dismal spot, 
Where, some hours since, his voice’s tone 

Had come to soothe her fears and ills, 

Sweet as the angel Israrirs," 

When every leaf on Eden’s tree 

Is trembling to his minstrelsy— 

Yet now—O now, he is not nigh.— 
Haren! my Haren!—if it be 

€ Thy will, thy doom this night to die, 
‘ Let me but stay to die with thee, 

« And I will bless thy loved name, 


€ Till the last life-oreath leave this frame. 


“The angel Israfil, who bas the most melodious voice of all God’s ces 
tures.”—Suis. 
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“O! let our lips, our cheeks be laid 
« But near each other while they fade ; 
& Let us but mix our parting breaths, 
‘* And I can die ten thousand deaths! 
“ You too, who hurry me away 
« So cruelly, one moment stay— 
&O! stay—one moment is not much— 
« He ÿet may come—for kim I pray— 
‘6 Harep! dear Haren!—? all the way 
In wild lamentings, that would touch 
À heart of stone, she shrieked his name 
To the dark woods—no HarEp came :— 
No—hapless pair—you’ve looked your last ;— 
Your hearts should both have broken then: 
The dream is o’er—your doom is cast— 


You’ll never meet on earth again ! 


Alas for him, who hears her cries! 

Still half-way down the steep he stands, 
Watching with fixed and feverish eyes 

The glimmer of those burning brands, 
That down the rocks, with mournful ray, 
Light all he loves on earth away! 
Hopeless as they who, far at sea, 

By the cold moon have just consigned 
The corse of one, loved tenderly, 

To the bleak flood they leave behind ; 
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And on the deck still lingering stay, 
And long look back, with sad delay, 
To watch the moonlight on the wave, 


That ripples o’er that cheerless grave. 


But see—he starts—what heard he then ? 

That dreadful shout !—across the glen 

From the land-side, it comes, and loud 

Rings through the chasm; as if the crowa 

Of fearful things, that haunt that dell, 

Its Gholes and Dives and shapes of hell, 

Had all in one dread howl broke out, 

So loud, so terrible that shout ! 

«They come—the Moslems come !??—he cries, 

His proud soul mounting to his eyes, — 

Now, Spirits of the Brave, who roam 

& Enfranchised through yon starry dome, 

« Rejoice—for souls of kindred fire 

« Are on the wing to join your choir !”? 

He said—and, light as bridegrooms bound 
To their young loves, reclimbed the steep 

And gained the Shrine—his Chiefs stood round= 
Their swords, as with instinctive leap, 

Together, at that ery accursed, 

Had from their sheaths, like sunbeams, burst. 

And hark !—again—again it rings; 


Near and more near its echoings 
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Peal through the chasm—O! who that then 
Had seen those listening warrior-men, 

With their swords grasped, their eyes of flame 
Turned on their Chief—could doubt the shame, 
Th? indignant shame with which they thrill 

To hear those shouts and yet stand still ? 


He read their thoughts—they were his own— 
What! while our arms can wield these blades, 
« Shall we die tamely? die alone ? 

« Without one victim to our shades, 
‘6 One Moslem heart, where, buried deep, 
The sabre from its toil may sleep ? 
& No—God of Iran’s burning skies! 
& Thou scorn’st th? inglorious sacrifice. 
& No—though of all earth’s hope bereft, 
« Life, swords, and vengeance still are left. 
 We’Il make yon valley’s reeking caves 

« Live in the awe-struck minds of men, 
Till tyrants shudder, when their slaves 

« Tell of the Gheber’s bloody glen. 
6 Follow, brave hearts !—this pile remams 
€ Our refuge still from life and chams : 
é But his the best, the holiest bed, 


& Who sinks entombed in Moslein dead !?? 
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Down the precipitous rocks they sprurg, 
While vigour, more than human, strung 
Each arm and heart.—Th? exulting foe 
Still through the dark defiles below, 
Tracked by his torches” lurid fire, 
Wound slow, as through Gozconpa’s vale" 
The mighty serpent, im his ire, 
Glides on with glittering, deadly trail, 
No torch the Ghebers need—so well 
They know each mystery of the dell, 
So oft have, in their wanderings, 
Crossed the wild race that round them dweli, 
The very tigers from their delves 
Looked out, and let them pass, as things 


Untamed and fearless like themselves ! 


There was a deep ravine, that lay 

Yet darkling in the Moslem’s Way ; 

Fit spot to make invaders rue 

The many fallen before the few. 

The torrents from that morning’s sky 
Had filled the narrow chasm breast-high, 
And, on each side, aloft and wild, 


Huge cliffs and toppling crags were piled,— 
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The guards with which young Freedom lines 

The pathways to her mountain shrinca, 

Here at this pass, the scanty band e 

Of Iraw’s last avengers stand : 

Here wait, in silence like the dead, 

And listen for the Moslem’s tread 

So anxiously, the carrion-bird 


Above them flaps his wing unheard! 


They come—that plunge into the water 
Gives signal for the work of slaughter. 
Now, Ghebers, now—if e’er your blades 

Had point or prowess, prove them now— 
Woe to the file that foremost wades! 

They come—a falchion greets each brow, 
And, as they tumble, trunk on trunk, 
Beneath the gory waters sunk, 

Still o’er their drowning bodies press 
New victims quick and numberless ; 
Till scarce an arm in Harep’s band, 

So fierce their toil, hath power to stir, 
But listless from each crimson hand 

The sword hangs, clogged with massacre, 
Never was horde of tyrants met 
With bloodier welcome—rever yet 
To patriot vengeance hath the sword 


More terrible libations poured! 
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AT. up the dreary, long ravine, 
By the red, murky glinmer seen 
Of half-quenche’1 brands, that o’er the flood 
Lie scattered round and burn in blood, 
Wat ruin glares! what carnage swims! 
Heads, blazing turbans, quiverimg limbs, 
Lost swords that, dropped from many a hard, 
In that thick pool of slaughter stand ; 
Wretches who wading, half on fire 
From the tossed brands that round them fly, 
?Twixt flood and flames in shrieks expire :— 
And some who, grasped by those that die, 
Sink woundless with them, smothered o?er 


In their dead brethren’s gushing gore! 


But vainly hundreds, thousands bleed, 
Still hundreds, thousands more succeed ; 
Countless as towards some flame at night 
The North’s dark insects wing their flight, 
And quench or perish in its light, 

To this terrific spot they pour — 

Till, bridgec with Moslem bodies o’er, 

It bears aloft their slippery tread, 

And o’er the dying and the dead, — 
Tremendous causeway !—on they pass. 


Then, hapless Ghebers, then, alas! 


NE 
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What hope was Left for you? for you, 
* Whose yet warm pile of sacrifice 
Is smoking in their vengeful eyes :— 
Whose swords how keen, how fierce they knew, 


And burn with shame to find how few. 


Crushed down by that vast multitude, 
Some found their graves where first they stood ; 
While some with hardier struggle died, 
And still fought on by Har£p’s side, 
Who, fronting to the foe, trod back 
Towards the high towers his gory track ; 
And, as a lion swept away 

By sudden swell of Jorpaw’s pride 
From the wild covert where he lay,* 

Long battles with th? o’erwhelming tide, 
So fought he back with fierce delay, 
And gept both foes and fate at bay. 


But whither now? their track is lost, 
Their prey escaped—guide, torches gone— 
By torrent-beds and labyrinths crossed, 


The scattered crowd rusk blindly on— 


8 4 In this thicket, upon the banks of the Jordan, several sorts of wild >easts 
are wont to harbour themselves, whose being washed out of the covert by the 
overflowings of the river, gave occasion to that allusion of Jeremiah, 4e shall 
some up like a lion from the swelling of Jordan”. Maundrell's Aleppo. 
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« Curse on those tardy lights that wind, ”? 
They panting cry, so far behind ; 

0 for a bloodhound’s precious scent, 
To track the way the Gheber went !? 
Van wish—confusedly along 

They rush—more desperate as more wrong: 
Till, wildered by the far-off lights, 

Yet glittering up those gloomy heights, 
Their footing, mazed and lost, they miss, 
And down the darkling precipice 

Are dashed into the deep abyss ; 

Or midwayÿ hang, impaled on rocks, 

À banquet, yet alive, for flocks 

Of ravening vultures,—while the dell 


Re-echoes with each horrible yell. 


Those sounds—the last, to vengeance dear, 
That e’er shall ring in Harep’s ear,— 
Now reached him, as aloft, alone, 
Upon the steep way breathless thrown, 
He Jay beside his reeking blade, 
Resigned, as if Life’s task were o’er, 
is last blood-offering amply paid, 
And Iraw’s self could claim no more, 
One only thought, one lingering beam 


Now broke across his dizzy dream 
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Cf pain and weariness—twas she, 
His heart’s pure planet, shining yet 
Above the waste of memory, 
When all life’s other lights were set. 
And never to his mind before 
Her image such enchantment wore. 


It seemed as if each thought that stained, 
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Each fear that chilled their loves was past, 


And not one cloud of earth remained 
Between him and her radiance zast ;— 
As if to charms, before so bright, 
New grace from other worlds was given, 
And his soul saw her by the light 


Now breaking o’er itself from heaven! 


À voice spoke near him—’twas the tone 
Of a loved friend, the only one 
Of all his warriors, left with life 


From that short night’s tremendous strife.— 


& And must we then, my chief, die here ? 

4 Foes round us, and the Shrine so near !”? 

These words have roused the last remains 
Of life within him—c What! not yet 


“ Beyond the reach of Moslem chains !” 


The thought could make e’en Death forget 


His icy bondage—with a bound 


He springs, all bleeding, from the ground, 
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And grasps his comrade’s arm, noW grown 
Ev’n feebler, heavier than his own, 

And up the painful pathway leads, 

Death gaining on each step he treads. 

Speed them, thou God, who heardst their vow! 
They mount—they bleed—0, save them now— 
The crags are red they’ve clambered o?er, 

The rock-weed’s dripping with their gore ;— 
Thy blade too, Hare», false at length, 

Now breaks beneath thy tottering strength! 
Haste, haste—the voices of the Foe 

Come near and nearer from below— 

One effort more—thank Heaven! ?üs past, 


They’ve gained the topmost steep at last. 


And now they touch the temple’s walls, 
Now Harep sees the Fire divine— 
When, lo!—his weak, worn comrade falls 
Dead on the threshold of the Shrine. 
« Alas, brave soul! too quickly fled! 
« And must I leave thee withering here, 
« The sport of every ruffan’s tread, 
«The mark for every coward’s spear? 
«No, by yon altar’s sacred beams !? 
He cries, and, with a strength that seems 
Not of this world, uplifts the frame 
Of the fallen Chief, and towards the flame 
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Bears hün along ;—with death-damp hand 

‘The corpse upon the pyre he lays, 

Then lights the consecrated brand, 

And fires the pile, whose sudden blaze 
Like lightning bursts o’er Oman’s Sea.— 
“Now, Freedom’s God! I come to thee,” 
The youth exclaims, and with a smile 
Of triumph vaulting on the pile, 

In that last effort, ere the fires 


Have harmed one glorious limb, expires! 


What shriek was that on Omaw’s tide ? 
It came from yonder drifting bark, 
That just hath caught upon her side 
The death-light—and again is dark. 
It is the boat—ah, why delayed ?— 
That bears the wretched Moslem maid ; 
Confided to the watchful care 
Of a small veteran band, with whom 
Their generous Chieftain would not share 
The secret of his final doom, 
But hoped when Hinpa, safe and free, 
Was rendered to her father’s eyes, 
Their pardon, full and prompt, would be 
The ransom of so dear a prize.— 
Unconscious, thus, of Harrn’s fate, 


And nroud to guard their beauteous freight, 
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Scarce had they cleared the surfy waves 
That foam around those frightful caves, 
When the cursed war-whoops, known so well, 
Came echoing from the distant dell— 
Sudden each oar, upheld and still, 

Hung dripping o?er the vessel’s side, 
And, driving at the current’s will, 

They rocked along the whispering tide, 
While every eye, in mute dismay, 

Was toward that fatal mountain turned, 
Where the dim altar’s quivering ray 

As yet all lone and tranquil burned. 


O! ?tis not, Hinpa, in the power 
Of Fancy’s most terrific touch 
To paint thy pangs in that dread hour— 
Thy silent agony—’twas such 
As those who feel could paint too well, 
But none e’er felt and lived tc tell! 
?Twas not alone the dreary state 
Of a lorn spirit, crushed by fate, 
When, though no more remains to dread, 
The panic chill will not depart ;— 
When, though the inmate Hope be dead, 
Her ghost still haunts the mouldering heart 
No—pleasures, hopes, affections gone, 


The wretch may bear, and yet live on, 
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Like things, within the cold rock found 
Alive, when all’s congealed around 

But there's a blank repose in this, 

À calm stagnation, that were bliss 

To the keen, burning, barrowing pain, 

Now felt through all thy breast and brain ;— 
That spasm of terror, mute, intense, 

That breathless, agonized suspense, 

From whose hot throb, whose dead]y aching, 
The heart hath no relief but breaking! 


Calm is the wave—heaven’s brilliant lights 

Reflected dance beneath the prow ;— 
Time was when, on such lovely nights, 

She who is there, so desolate now, 
Could sit all cheerful, though alone, 

And ask no happier joy than seeing 
That starlight o’er the waters thrown— 
No joy but that, to make her bless’d, 

And the fresh, buoyant sense of Being, 
Which bounds in youth’s yet careless breast,- 
Iiself a star, not borrowing light, 

But in its own glad essence bright. 

How different now !—but, hark, again 
The yell of havoc rings—brave men! 
In vain, with beating hearts, ye stand 


On the bark’s edge—in vain each hand 
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Half draws the falchion from its sheath ; 
As o’er—in rust your blades may lie :— 
He, at whose word they’ve scattered death, 
Ev’n now, this night, himself must die! 
Well may ye look to yon dim tower, 
And ask, and wondering guess what means 
The battle-cry at this dead hour— 
Ah! she could tell you—she, who leans 
Unheeded there, pale, sunk, aghast, 
With brow against the dew-cold mast ;— ue. 
Too well she knows—her more than life, 
Her soul’s first idol and its last, 
Lies bleeding in that murderous strife, 
But see—what moves upon the height ? 
Some signal!—tis a torch’s light. 
What bodes its solitary glare ? 
In gasping silence toward the Shrine 
AI eyes are turned—thine, Hinpa, thine 
Fix their last, fading life-beams there. 
?Twas but a moment—ferce and high 
The death-pile blazed into the sky, 
And far away, o’er rock and flood, - 
Its melancholy radiance sent ; | 
While Haren, like a vision, stood À 
Revealed before the burning pyre, 1 
Tall, shadowy, like a Spirit of Fire 


Shrinea in 1ts own grand elemen:. 
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« ?Tis he ??—the shuddering maid exclaims,— 
But, while she speaks, he’s seen no more ; 
High burst in air the funeral flames, 


And IrAw’s hopes and hers are o’er! 


One wild, heart-broken shriek she gave ; 
Then sprung, as if to reach that blaze, 
Where still she fixed her dying gaze, 

And, gazing, sunk into the wave, — 
Deep, deep, where never care or pain 


Shall reach her innocent heart again! 


Farewell—farewell to thee, AraBy’s daughter! 
(Thus warbled a Perr beneath the dark sea,) 
No pearl ever lay, under Oman’s green water, 


More pure in its shell than thy Spirit in thee. 


O! fair as the sea-flower close to thee growing, 
How light was thy heart till Love’s witchery came, 
Like the wind of the south * o’er a summer lute blowing, 


And hushed all its music, and withered its frame! 


But long, upon Aragy’s green, sunny highlands, 


Shall maids and their lovers remember the doom 


a «This wind (the Samoor) so softens the strings of lutes, that they can 
never be tunal while it laats.”"—Srophen’s Pergia, 
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Of her, who lies sleepng among the Pearl Islands. 


With naught but the sea-star * to light up her tomb. 


Aid still, when the merry date-season is burning, 
And calls to the palm-groves the young and the cid, 
The happiest there, from their pastime returning 


At sunset, will weep when thy story is told. 


The young village-maid, when with flowers she dresses 
Her dark, flowing hair for some festival day, 
Will think of thy fate till, neglecting her tresses, 


She mournfully turns from the mirror away. 


Nor shall IRAN, beloved of her Hero! forget thee— 
Though tyrants watch over her tears as they start, 
Close, close by the side of that Hero she’ll set thee, 


Embalmed in the innermost shrine of her heart. 


Farewellbe it ours to embellish thy pillow 
With every thing beauteous that grows in the deer 3 
Each flower of ‘he rock and each gem of the billow 


SFall sweeten thy bed and illumine thy sleep. 


à & One of the greatest curiosities found in the Persian Galf is a fish wnich 
the English call Star-fish. It is circular, and at night very luminous, resembling 
the full moon surrounded by rays.”— Mirza Abu Taleb. 

b For a description of the merriment of the date-time, of their work, their 


dar:£es, and their return home from the palin groves at the end of autumn with 
the fruits, see Kempfer Amænitat. Exot. 
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Around thee shall glisten the loveliest amber 

That ever the sorrowing sea-bird has wept ;° ù 
With many a shell, in whose hollow-wreathed chamber 


We, Peris of Ocean, by moonlight have slept. 


We’ll dive where the gardens of coral lie darkling, 
And plant all the rosiest stems at thy head ; É 
We’l1 seek where the sands of the Caspian” are sparkling, 


And gather their gold to strew over thy bed. 


Farewell—farewell—until Pity”s sweet fountain 
Is lost in the hearts of the fair and the brave, 
They”’ll weep for the Chieftain who died on that mountain, 
Theÿ”Il weep for the Maiden who sleeps in this wave. 


2 Some naturalists have imagined that amber is a concretion ot the tears of 
Birds—See Trevoux, Chambers. 

b «The bay Kieselarke, which is otherwise called the Galden Bay, the sand 
whereof snïnes as fire” —Struy. 
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Tue singular placidity with which Fancapeen hac 
listened, during. the latter part of this obnoxious story, 
surprised the Princess and FEramorz exceedingly; and 
even inclined towards him the hearts of these unsuspicious 
young persons, who little knew the source of a complacency 
so marvellous. The truth was, he had been organizing, for 
the last few days, a most notable plan of persecution against 
the Poet, in consequence of some passages that had fallen 
from him çn the second evening of recital, which appeared 
to this worthy Chamberlain to contain language and princi- 
ples, for which nothing short of the summary Criticism of the 
Chabuk® would be advisable. It was his intention, therefore, 
immediately on their arrival at Cashmere, to give information 
co the King of Bucharia of the very dangerous sentiments 
of his minstrel; and if, unfortunately, that monarch did not 
act with suitable vigour on the occasion, (that 1s. ‘f he did 
not give the Chabuk to FEramoRz, and a place to Fanra- 
DEEN,) there would be an end, he feared, of all legitimate ! 
government in Bucharia He could not help, however, 
auguring better both for himself and the cause of potentates 


im gener ; and it was the pleasure arising from these mingled . 
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_anticipations that diffused such unusual satisfaction through 
his features, ard made his eyes shine out, like poppies of the 
desert, over the wide and lifeless wilderness of that counte- 


nance. 


Having decided upon the poet’s chastisement in this 
manner, he thought it but humanity to spare him the minor 
tortures of criticism. Accordingly, when they assembled the 
following evening in the pavilion, and Lara Rookx was 
expecting to see all the beauties of her bard melt away, On€ 
by one, in the acidity of criticism, like pearls in the cup 
of the Egyptian queen, —he agreeably disappointed her by - 
merely saying, with an ironical smile, that the merits of such 
a poem deserved to be tried at a much higher tribunal; and 
then suddenly passed off into a panegyric upon all Mussulman 
sovereigns, more particularly his august and Imperial master, 
Aurungzebe,—the wisest and best of the descendants of 
Timur,—who, among other great things he had done for 
mankind, had given to him, FADLADEEN, the very profitable 
posts of Betel-carrier, and Taster of Sherbets to the Emperor, 
Chief Holder of the Girdle of Beautiful Forms,® and Grand 


Nazir, or Chamberlain of the Haram. 


a Kempfer mentions such an officer among the attendants of the King of 
Persia, and calls him “ formæ corporis estimator” His business was, at stated 
périods, to measure the ladies of the Haram by a sort of regulation-girdle, whose 
limits it was not thought graceful to exceed. If any of them outgrew this 
standard of shape, they were reduced by abstinence till they came within proper 


bound, 
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They were now not far from that Forbidden River," 
beyond which no pure Hindoo can pass; and were reposing 
for a time in the rich valley of Hussun Abdaul, which had 
always been.a favourite resting-place of the Emperors in their 
annual migrations to Cashmere. Here often had the Light 
of the Faith, Jehanguire, been known to wander with his 
beloved and beautiful Nourmahal; and here would LaLLA 
Rookx have been happy to remain for ever, giving up the 
throne of Bucharia and the world, for FERamorz and love in 
this sweet, lonely valley. But the time was now fast 
approaching when she must see him no longer, —or, what 
was still worse, behold him with eyes whose every look 
belonged to another; and there was a melancholy precious- 
ness in these last moments, which made her heart cling to 
them as it would to life. During the latter part of the 
journey, indeed, she had sunk into a deep sadness, from 
which nothing but the presence of the young minstrel could 
awake her. Like those lamps in tombs, which only light up 
when the air is admitted, it was only at his approach that her 
eyes became smiling and animated. But here, in this dear 
valley, every moment appeared an age of pleasure: she saw 


him all day, and was, therefore, all day happy, —resembling, 


8 The Attock. 
“Akbar on his way ordered a fort to be built upon the Nilab, which he 
called Attock, which means, in the Indian language, Forbidden; for, by the £ 


superstition of the Hindoos, it was held unlawful to cross that river.” Dow’s 
Hindostan. ‘ 
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she often thought, that people of Zinge,* who attribute the 
unfading cheerfulness they enjoy to one genial star that rises 


nightly over their heads.? 


The whole party, indeed, sremed in their liveliest 
mood during the few days they passed in this delightful 
solitude. ‘The young attendants of the Princess, who 
were here allowed a much freer range than they could 
safely be indulged with in a less sequestered place, ran 
wild among the gardens, and bounded through the mea- 
dows, lightly as young roes over the aromatic plains of 
Tibet; while FADLADEEN, in addition to the spiritual com- 
fort derived by him from a pilgrimage to the tomb of the 
Saint from whom the valley is named, had alsc opportu 
nities of indulging, in a small way, his taste for victims, 


by putting to death some hundreds ot those unfortunate 


a« The mhabitants of this country (Zinge) are never afflicted with sadness 
er melancholy; on this subject the Sheikh Æbu-al-Kheir-Azhari has the follow- 
ing distich :— 

«Who is the man without care or sorrow (tell) that : may rub my hand 
to him. 

# « (Behold) the Zingians, without care or sorrow, frelicksome with tipsiness 
and mirth 

“ The philosophers have discovered that the cause of this cheerfulness pro- 
ceeds from the influence of the star Soheil or Canopus, which rises over them 
every night”—EÆExtract from a Geographical Persian Manuscript called Hef 
Alim, or the Seven Clmates, translated by W. Ouseley, Esq. 

b The star Soheil, or Canopus. 


’ 
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little lizards,® which all pious Mussulmans make it a point 
o kill,—taking for granted, that the manner im which the 
eature hangs its head is meant as a mimicry of the atti 


ude in which the Faithful say their prayers. 


About two miles from Hussun Abdaul were those 
Royal Gardeus,” which had grown beautiful under the 
care of so many lovely eyes, and were beautiful still, 
though those eyes could see them no longer. This place, 
with its flowers and its holy silence, interrupted only by 
the dipping of the wings of birds in its marble basins 
filed with the pure water of those hills, was to LarLa 
Rooxx all that her heart could fancy of fragrance, cool- 


ness, and almost heavenly tranquillity. As the Prophet 


said of Damascus, ‘(It was too delicious ;’—and here, 


a & The lizard Stellio. The Arabs call it Hardun. The Turks kill it, for 
they imagine that by declining the head it mimics them when they say then 
prayers.”— Hasselquist. 

b For these particulars respecting Hussun Abdaul I am indebted to the very 
interesting Introduction of Mr. Elphinstone’s work upon Caubul. 

ce « As you enter at that Bazar, without the gate of Damascus, you see the 
Green Mosque, so called because it hath a steeple faced with green glazed 
bricks, which render it very resplendent; itis covered at top with a pavilun 
of the same stuff. The Turks say this mosque was made in that place, be- 
cause Mahomet, being come so far, would not enter the town, saying it 
was too delicious— Thevenot. This reminds one of the following pretty 
passage in Isaac Walton:—« When I sat las on this primrose bank, and 
looked down these meadows, I thought of them as Charles the Emperor did 


of the city of Florence, ‘that they vire too pleasant to be looked on, but 


,» 
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in listening to the sweet voice of FEramorz, or reading 


m his eyes what yet he never dared to tell her, the most 
exquisite moments of her whole life were passed. One 
evening, when they haa been talking of the Sultana 
Nourmahal, the Light of the Haram,* who had so often 
wandered among these flowers, and fed with her own 
hands, in those marble basins, the small, shiing fishes of 
wnich she was so fond.,”—the youth, in order to delay the 
moment of separation, proposed to recite a short story, or 
rather rhapsody, of which this adored Sultana was the 
heroine. It related, he said, to the reconcilement of a 
sort of lovers’ quarrel which took place between her and 
the Emperor during a Feast of Roses at Cashmere; and 
would remind the Princess of that difference between 
Haroun-al-Raschid and his fair mistress Marida,° which 


was so happily made up by the soft strains of the musi- 


a Nourmahal signifies Light of the Haram. She was afterwards called 
Nourjehan, or the Light of the World. 

b See note, p. 240. 

e « Haroun Al Raschid, cinquième Khalife des Abassides, s'étant un jour 
brouillé avec une de ses maîtresses nommée Maridan, qu’il aimoit cependant 
jusqu'à l'excès, et cette mésintelligence ayant déjà durée quelque tems com» 
mença 4 s’ennuyer. Giafar Barmaki, son favori, qui s'en appercût, commanda | 
à Abbas ben Ahnaf, excellent poëte de ce tems là, de composer quelques 
vers sur le sujet de cette brouillerie. Ce poëte exécuta l’ordre de Giafar, 
qui fit chanter ces vers par Moussali en présence du Khalife, et ce prince fut 
tellement touché de la tendresse des vers du poëte et de la douceur le la 
voix du musicien qu’il alla aussi-tôt trouver Maridab, et fit sa paix avec 2lle,? 


— 1) Herbelot. 
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cian, Moussali. As the story was chiefly to be told in 
song, and FERamorz had unluckily forgotten his own lute 
in the valley, he borrowed the vina of Lara Rocxm’s 


little Persian slave, and thus began:- 


L CCE 


THE LIGHT OF THE HARAM. 


Wuno has not heard of the vale of Casumere, 
With its roses the brightest that earth ever gave.,® 
Its temples, and grottoes, and fountains as clear 


Às the love-lighted eyes that hang over their wave ? 


Q! to see it at sunset,—when warm o’er the Lake 

Its splendour at parting a summer eve throws, 
Like à bride, full of blushes, when lingering to take 

À last look of her mirror at night ere she goes !— 
When the shrines through the foliage are gleaming half 

shown, 

And each hallows the hour by some rites of its own. 
Here the music of prayer from a minaret swells, 


Here the Magian his urn, full of perfume, is swinging, 


2 «The rose of Kashmire, for its *rilliancy and delicacy cf odour, has &ng 


been proverbial in the East.” — Forster. 
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And here, at the altar, a zone of sweet bells 
Round the waist of some fair Indian dancer is ringing.” 
Or to see it by moonlight,—when mellowly shines 
The light o’er 1ts palaces, gardens, and shrines ; 
Yhen the waterfalls gleam, like a quick fall of stars, 
And the nightingale’s hymn from the Isle of Chenars 
Is b:oken by laughs and light echoes of feet 
From the cool shining walks where the young people 
meet 
Or at morn, when the magic of daylight awakes 
À new wonder each minute, as slowly it breaks, 
Hills, cupolas, fountains, called forth every one 
Out of darkness, as if but just born of the Sun. 
When the Spirit of Fragrance is up with the day, 
From his Haram of night-flowers stealing away, 
And the wind, full of wantonness, wooes like a lover 
The young aspen-trees,? till they tremble all over. 
When the East is as warm as the light of first hovpes, 
And Day, with his banner of radiance unfurled, 
Shmnes in through the mountainous portal ° that opes, 


Sublime, from that Valley of bliss to the world! 


a &«Tied round her waist the zone of bells, that sounded with ravishine 
melody./—Song of Jayadeva. 


v «The little isles in the Lake of Cachemire are set with arbours and large- 
leavea aspen-trees, slender and tall.—Zernier. 

ce «The Tuckt Suliman, the name bestowed by the Mahometans on ts 
kill, forms one side of a grand portal to the Lake.”—Forster, 
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But never yet, by night or day, 


In dew of spring or summer’s ray, 
Did the sweet Valley shine so gay 
As now it shines—all love and light, 
Visions by day and feasts by night! 
À happier smile illumes each brow, 

With quicker spread each heart uncloses, 
And all is ecstasy, —for now 

The Valley holds its Feast of Roses a 
The joyous time, when pleasures pour 
Profusely round, and, in their shower, 
Hearts open, like the Season’s Rose, — 

The Floweret of a hundred leaves, ° 
Expanding while the dew-fall flows, 


And every leaf its balm receives. 


?Twas when the hour of evening came 
Upon the Lake, serene and cool, 

When Day had hid his sultry flame 
Behind the palms of BaramouLr,° 

When maids began to lift their heads, 


Refreshed, from their embroidered beds, 


2 «The Feast of Roses continues the whole time of their lemalning 1e 
bloor 1—Sce Pietro de la Valle. 

b«Gul sad berk, the Rose of a hundred leaves. I believe a particulas 
species — Ouselry. 

© Dermier. 


Da 
| 802  LALLA ROOKH. 
dE re 20 fe PTS PSC TA SES IDR RES 


Where they had slept the sun away, 
And waked to moonlight and to play. 
All were abroad—the busiest hive 
On Beza’s: hills is less alive, 
When saflron-beds are full in flower, 
Than looked the Valley in that hour. 
A thousand restless torches played 
Through every grove and island shade : 
À thousand sparkling lamps were set 
On every dome and minaret ; 
And fields and pathways, far and near, 
Were lighted by a blaze so clear, 
That you could see, in wandering round, 
The smallest rose-leaf on the ground. 
Yet did the maids and matrons leave 
Their veils at home, that brillant eve ; 
And there were glancing eyes about, 
And cheeks, that would not dare shine out 
In open day, but thought they might 
Look lovely then, because ’twas night. 
And all were free, and wandering, 
And all exclaimed to all they met, 
That never did the summer bring 


So gay a Feast of Roses yet ;— 


a A place mentioned in the Toozek Jehangeery, or Memuirs of Jehanguire 
shere there is an account of the beds of saffron-flowers about Cashmere. 
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So clear as that which blessed them there ; 


The roses ne’er shone half so bright, 


Nor they themselves looked half so fair. 


And what a wilderness of flowers! 


It seemed as though from all the bowers 


And fairest fields of all the year, 


The mingled spoil were scattered here. 


The Lake, too, like a garden breathes, 
With the rich buds that o’er it lie, — 


As if a shower of fairy wreaths 


Had fallen upon it from the sky! 


And then the sounds of joy,;—the beat 


Of tabors and of dancing feet ; 
The minaret-crier’s chant of glee 
Sung from his lighted gallery, 


And answered by a ziraleet 


From neighbouring Haram, wild and sweet ;— 


The merry laughter, echoing 


From gardens, where the silken swing? 


® 43 he custom among the women to employ the Maazeen to chant from 
Se polerv sf the nearest minaret, which on that occasion is illuminated, and 
the wme> assembled at the house respond at intervals with a ziraleet or joyous 


chorus. - Russell, 


b «The swing is à favourite pastime in the East, as promoting a circulation 


of air, extremely refreshing in those sultry climates.”— Ri:hardson. 
“Tbe swings are adorned with festoons. This pastime is accompaniea 
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Wafts some delighted girl above 
The top leaves of the orange-grove; 
Or, from those infant groups at play 
Among the tentsa that line the way, 
Flinging, unawed by slave or mother, 
Handfuls of roses at each other.— 
Then, the sounds from the Lake,—the low whispering in boats, 
As they shoot through the moonlight ;—the dipping of oars, 
And the wild, airy warbling that every where floats, 
Through the groves, round the islands, as 1f all the shores, 
Like those of Kartaay, uttered music, and gave 
An answer in song to the kiss of each wave.” 
But the gentlest of au are those sounds full of feeling, 
That soft from the lute of some lover are stealing,— 
Some lover, who knows all the heart-touching power 


Of a lute and a sigh in this magical hour. 


with music of voices and of ins. «ments, hired by the masters of the swings.” — 
Thevenot. 

ä « At the keeping of the Fes of Ros& we beheld an irfinite number of 
tents pitched, with such a crowd :: sun, women, boys, and girls, with music, 
dances,” &c. &c.— Herbert. 

b«An old commentator of the ‘\swKing says, the ancients having 1e 
marked that a current of water mads axe of the stones near its banks send 
forth a sound. they detached some of then, and being charmed with the de- 
lightfal sound they emitted, constructed Kiv, c* musical instruments of them” 

—Grosier. D 

This miraculous quality has been attributed also to the shore of Attica. 
s Hujus littus, ait Capella, concentum musicum illisis terræ undis reddere, quod 
propter taitam eruditionis vim puto dictum.”—Zudov, Vives, in Augustin. de 
Civi at, Dei, Lib. xvii €. 8, $ 
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O! best of delights, as it everywhere is, 

To be near the loved One, what a rapture is his 

Who in moonlight and music thus sweetly may glide 
O’er the Lake of Casamere, with that One by his side! 
If woman can make the worst wilderness dear, 


Think, think what a Heaven she must make of CAsHMERE 


So felt the magnificent Son of AcBar,* 
When from power and pomp and the trophies of war 
He flew to that Valley, forgetting them all, 
With the Light of the Haram, his young NourmaHaAL. 
When free and uncrowned as the Conqueror roved 
By the banks of that Lake, with his only beloved, 
He saw, in the wreaths she would playfully snatch 
From the hedges, a glory his crown could not match, 
And preferred in his heart the least ringlet that curled 


Down her exquisite neck to the throne of the world. 


There’s à beauty, for ever unchangingly bright, 

Like the long, sunny lapse of a summer-day’s light, ” 
Shining on, shining on, by no shadow made tender, 
Till Love falls asleep in its sameness of splendour. 
This was not the beauty—O, nothing like this, 


That to young NourMaHAL gave such magic of bliss 


8 Jenangiure was the son of the Great Acbaer, 
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But that loveliness, ever in motion, which plays 

Like the light upon autumn’s soft, shadowy days, 

Now here and now there, giving warmth as it flies 
From the lip to the cheek, from the cheek to the eyes; 
Now melting in mist and now breaking in gleams, 

Like the glimpses a saint hath of Heaven in his dreams. 
When pensive, it seemed as if that very grace, 

That charm of all others, was born with her face! 

And when angry,—for ev’n in the tranquillest climes 
Light breezes will ruffle the blossoms sometimes, — 
The short, passing anger but seemed to awaken 

New peauty, like flowers that are sweetest when shaken. 
If tenderness touched her, the dark of her eye 

At once took a darker, a heavenlier dye, 

From the depth of whose shadow, like holy revealings 
From innermost shrines, came the light of her feelings. 
Then her mirth—O! ?twas sportive as ever took wing 
From the heart with a burst, like the wild-bird in spring, 
Ilumed by a wit that would fascinate sages, 

Yet playful as Peris just loosed from their cages.* 
While her laugh, full of life, without any control 


But the sweet one of gracefulness, rung from her soul; 


8 In the wars of the Dives with the Peris, whenever the former took the 
latter prisoners, “they shut them up in iron cages, and hung them on tne 
highest trees. Here they were visited by their companions, who brought them 
the choicest odours.”— Richardson. 
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And where it most sparkled no glance could discover, 
In lip, cheek, or eyes, for she brightened all over, — 
Like any fair lake that the breeze is upon, 

When it breaks into dimples and laughs in the sun. 
Such, such were the peerless enehantments, that gave 
NourmaxaL the proud Lord of the East for her slave : 
And though bright was his Haram,—a living parterre 
Of the flowers® of this planet—though treasures were there 
For which Sorrman’s self might have given all the store, 
That the navy from Orxrr e’er winged to his shore, 

Yet dim before her were the smiles of them all, 


And the Light of his Haram was young NourmanaL ! 


But where is she now, this night of joy, 

When bliss is every heart’s employ ?— 

When all around her is so bright, 

So like the visions of a trance, 

That one might think, who came by chance 

Into the vale this happy night, 

He saw that City of Delight,? 
In Faïry-land, whose streets and towers 

Are made of gems and light and flowers! 

Where is the loved Sultana? where, 


When mirth brings out the young and fair, 


» In the Malay language the same word signifies women and flowers 
» The capital of Shadukiam,. See note, p. 174. 
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Does she, the fairest, hide her brow, 


- In melancholy stillness now ? 


Alas!—how light a cause may move 
Dissension between hearts that love! 
Hearts that the world in vain had tried, 
And sorrow but more closely tied ; 
That stood the storm, when waves were rough, 
Yet in a sunny hour fall off, 
Like ships that have gone down at sea, 
When heaven was all tranquillity ! 
À something, light as air—a look, 

À word unkind or wrongly taken— 
O! love, that tempests never shook, 

À breath, a touch like this hath shaken. 
And ruder words will soon rush in 
To spread the breach that words begin ; 
And eyes forget the gentle ray 
They wore in courtship’s smiling day, 
And voices lose the tone that shed 
À tenderness round all they said ; 
Till fast declining, one by one, 
The swectnesses of love are gone, 
Ané. hearts, so lately mingled, seem 
Like broken clouds,—or like the streara, 
That smiling left the mountain’s brow, | 


. As though its waters ne’er could sever, 
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Ye;, ere it reach the plain below, 


Breaks into floods, that part for ever. 


O, you that have the charge of Love, 
Keep him in rosy bondage bound, 
As in the Fields of Bliss above 
He sits, with flowerets fettered round ;*— 
Loose not a tie that round him clings, 
Nor ever let him use his Wings ; 
For ev’n an hour, a minute’s flight 
Will rob the plumes of half their light, 
Like that celestial bird, —whose nest 
Is found beneath far Eastern skies,— 
Whose wings, though radiant when at rest, 


Lose all their glory when he flies! » 


Some difference, of this dangerous kind, — 
By which, though light, the links that bind 
The fondest hearts may soon be riven ; 
Some shadow in Love’s summer heaven, 
Which, though a fleecy speck at first, 
May yet in awful thunder burst ;— 
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& See the representation of the Eastern Cupid, pinioned closely round with 


wreaths of flowers, in Picurl’s Cérémonies Religieuses. 


b& Among the birds of Tonquin is a species of goldfinch, which sings so 
melodiousiy that it is called the Celestial Bird. Its wings, when it is perched, 


.éolendour.”—Grosier 


| appcar variegated with beautifal colours, but when it flies er lose all the - 
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Such cloud it is, that now hangs over 

The heart of the Imperial Lover, 

And far hath banished from his sight 

His NourMAHAL, his Haram’s Light ! 

Hence is it, on this happy night, 

When Pleasure through the fields and groves 
Has let loose all her world of loves, 

And every heart has found its own, 

He wanders, joyless and alone, 

And weary as that bird of Thrace, 


Whose pinion knows no resting-place.* 


In vain the loveliest cheeks and eyes 
This Eden of the Earth supplies 
. Come crowding round—the cheeks are pale, 
The eyes are dim :—though rich the spot 
With every flower this earth has got, R 
What is it to the nightingale, 
If there his darling rose is not ?? 
In vain the Valley’s smiling throng . 


Worship him, as he moves along; 


8 & As these birds on the Bosphorus are never known to rest, they are called 
by the French ‘les âmes damnées, ”_—_ Dalloway. 
b&You may place a hundred handfuls of fragrant herbs and flowers before 


the nightingale, yet he wishes not, in his constant heart, for more than the sweut 
breath of his beloved rose. —Jumi. 
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He heeds them not—one smile of hers 
Is worth a world of worshippers. 
They but the Star’s adorers are, 

She is the Heaven that lights the Star! 


Hence “is, too, that NourmarHaL, 

Amid the luxuries of this hour, 

Far from the joyous festival, 

Sits in her own sequestered bower, 
With no one near, to soothe or aïd, 
But that inspired and wondrous maid, 
NamounaA, the Enchantress :—one, 
O’er whom his race the golden sun 
For unremembered years has run, 

Yet never saw her blooming brow 
Younger or fairer than ?tis now. 

Nay, rather, —as the west wind’s sigh 
Freshens the flower it passes by, 
Time’s wing but seemed, in stealing o’er, 
To leave her lovelier than before. 

Yet on her smiles a sadness hung, 

And when, as oft, she spoke or sung 
Of other worlds, there came a light 
From her dark eyes so strangely bright, 
That all believed nor man nor earth 


Were conscious of Namouna”s birth! 


} 
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AI spells and talismans she knew, 

From the great Mantra,* which around 
The Air’s sublimer Spirits drew, 

To the gold gems° of Arric, bound 
Upon the wandering Arab?s arm, 
To keep him from the Siltim?s‘ harm. 
And she had pledged her powerful art, — 
Pledged it with all the zeal and heart 
Of one who knew, though high her sphere, 
What ’twas to lose a love so dear,— 
To find some spell that should recall 


Her Selim’s smile to NourMaaL! 


?’Twas midnight—through the lattice, wreathed 
With woodbine, many a perfume breathed 
From plants that wake when others sleep, 
From timid jasmine buds, that keep 

Their odour to themselves all day, 

But when the sunlight dies away, 

Let the delicious secret out 


To every breeze that roams about ;— 


4 « He is said to have found the great Mantra, spell or talisman. through . 
#hich he ruled over the elements and spirits of all denominations.”— Wijord. 1 

b «The gold jewels of Jinnie, which are called by the Arabs E Herrez, 
from the supposed charm they contain.” —Juckson. 


€« A demon, supposed to haunt woods, &c., in a human shape."— 
Bichardson. 
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When thus Namouna :—ct ”Tis the hour 
: That scatters spells on herb and flower, 
s And garlands might be gathered now, 
That, twined around the sleeper’s brow, 
Would make him dream of such delights, 
“ Such miracles and dazzling sights, 
& As Genü of the Sun behold, 
« At evening, from their tents of gold 
« Upon th” horizon—where they play 
«Till twilight comes, and, ray by ray, 
Their sunny mansions melt away. 
“ Now, too, a chaplet might be wreathed 
Of buds o’er which the moon has breathed, 
“ Which worn by her, whose love has strayed, 
« Might bring some Peri from the skies, 
6 Some sprite, whose very soul is made 
« Of flowerets” breaths and lovers’ sighs, 
6 And who might tell À 


« For me, for me,”? 


Cried NourMaHaL impatiently,— 

 O! twine that wreath for me to-night.”? 
lhen, rapidly, with foot as light 

As the young musk-roe’s, out she flew, 
To cull each shining leaf that grew 
Beneatn the moonlight’s hallowing beams, 


For this encharted Wreath of Dreams- 
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Anemones and $eas of Gold,* 

And new-blown lilies of the river, 
And those sweet flowerets, that unfold 

Their buds on CaAMADEv4?s quiver ;° 
The tube-rose, with her silvery light, 

That in the Gardens of Malay 
Is called the Mistress of the Night,° 
So like a bride, scented and bright, 

She comes out when the sun’s away ; 
Amaranths, such as crown the maids 
That wander through Zamar4”’s shades :— 
And the white moon-flower, as it shows, 
On Serexnis’s high crags, to those 
Who near the isle at evening sail, 
Scenting her clove-trees in the gale ; 

In short, all flowerets and all plants, 


From the Divine Amrita tree,° 


8 & Hemasagara, or the Sea of Gold, with flowers of the brightest gold 
colour. —Sir W. Jones. 

» “This tree (the Nagacesara) is one of the most delightful on earth, and 
the delicious odour of its blossoms justly gives them a place in the quiver of 
Camadeva, or the God of Love’—Jd. 

© «The Malayans style the tube-rose (Polianthes tuberosa) Sandal Malam, 
or the Mistress of the Night.” Pennant. 

4 The people of the Batta country in Sumatra, (of which Zamara is one 
of the ancient names,) «when not engaged in war, lead an idle, inactive life, 
passing the day in playing on a kind of flute, crowred with garlands of flowers, 
among which the globe-amaranthus, a native of the country, mostly prevails.’— 
Mursden. 


e «The largeët and richest eort (of the Jambu or rose-apple) is called Am 
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That blesses heaven’s inhabitants 
With fruits of immortality, 
Down to the basil tuft,* that waves 
Its fragrant blossom over graves, 
And to the humble rosemary, 
W'hose sweets so thanklessly are shed 
To scent the desert? and the dead— 
AI in that garden bloom, and all 
Are gathered by young NourmanaL, 
Who heaps her baskets with the flowers 
And leaves, till they can hold no more; 
Then to Namouxa flies, and shawers 
Upon her lap the shining store. 
With what delight th’ Enchantress views 
So many buds, hathed with the dews 
And beams of that blessed hour!—her glance 
Spoke something, past all mortal pleasures, 
As, in a kind of holy trance, 


She hung above those fragrant treasures, 


rifa, or immortal, and the mythologists of Tibet apply the same word to a celeæ 
tial tree, bearmg ambrosial fruit—$Sir W. Jones. 
a Sweet basil, called Rayhan in Persia, and generally found in churchyards. 
«The women in Esypt go, at least two days in the week, to pray and weer 
gt the sepulchres of the dead ; and the custom then is to throw upon the tombs 
: a sort of herb, which the Arabs call riahn, and which is our sweet basil.”— 
Maillel, Lett. 10. 
b & ]n the Great Desert are found many stalks of lavender and rosemary ’— 
_ Asint Res | 
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Bending to drink their balmy airs, 

As if she mixed her soul with theirs. 
And ’twas, indeed, the perfume shed 
From flowers and scented flame, that fed 
Her charmed life—for none had e’er 
Beheld her taste of mortal fare, 

Nor ever in aught earthly dip, 

But the morn’s dew, her roseate lp. 
Filled with the cool, inspiring smell, 
Th’ Enchantress now begins her spell, 
Thus singing as she winds and weaves, 


In mystic form the glittering leaves :— 


I know where the winged visions dwell 
That around the night-bed play ; 
I know each herb and floweret’s bell, 
Where they hide their wings by day 
Then hasten we, maid, 
To twine our braid ; 


To-morrow the dreams and flowers will fade. 


The image of love, that nightly fhes 
To visit the bashful maid, 

Steals from the jasmine flower, that sighs 
Its soul, like her, in the shade, 
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The dream of a future, happier hour, 
That alights on misery’s brow, 
Springs out of the silvery almond flower, 
That blooms on a leafless bough.® 
Then hasten we, maïd, 
To twine our braïd ; 


To-morrow the dreams and flowers will fade. 


The visions, that oft to worldly eyes 
The glitter of mines unfold, 

Inhabit the mountain-herb,? that dyes 
The tooth of the fawn like gold. 

The phantom shapes—O touch not them— 
That appal the murderer’s sight, 

Lurk in the fleshy mandrake’s stem, 


That shrieks, when plucked at night! 


n «The almond-tree, with white flowers, blossoms on the bare branches.” — 
Hasselquist. 

b An herb on Mount Libanus, which is said to communicate a yellow, golden 
fue to the teeth of the goats and other animals that graze upon it. 

Miebuhr thinks this may be the herb which the Eastern alchymists look to 
as a means of making gold. «Most of those alchymical enthusiasts think them- 
selves sure of success, if they could but find out the herb, which gilds the tecth 
and gives a yellow colour to the flesh of the sheep that eat it. Even the oil of 
this plant must be of a golden colour. It is called Huschischat ed dab.” 

Father Jerom Dandini, however, asserts that the teeth of the goats at Mount 
Libanus are of a silver colour; and adds, «this confirms to me that which I ob- 
served in Candia; to wit, that the animals that Live on Mount Ida eat a certain 
herb, which renders their teeth of a golden colour; which, according to my 
judgment, cannot otherwise proceed than from the mines which are under 
ground ’—Dandini, Voyage to Mount Libanus, 
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Then hasten we, maid, 
To twine our braid ; 


To-morrow the dreams and flowers will fade. 


The dream of the injured, patient mind, 
That smiles at the wrongs of men, 
Is found in the bruised and wounded rind 
Of the cinnamon, sweetest then. 
Then hasten we, maid, 
To twine our braiïd ; 


To-morrow the dreams and fiowers will fade, 


No sooner was the flowery crown 

Placed on her head, than sleep came dowm, 
Gently as nights of summer fall, 

Upon the lids of Nourmaraz ;— 

And, suddenly, a tuneful breeze, 

As full of small, rich harmonies 

As ever wind, that o’er the tents 

Of Azaz* blew, was fuil of scents, 

Steals on her ear, and floats and swells, 


Like the first air of morning creeping 


8 FEo myrrh country. 
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Into imose wreathy, Red-Sea shells, 
Where Love himself, of old, lay sleeping ;* 
And now a Spirit formed, ’twould seem 
Of music and of light, —so fair. 
So brilliantly his features beam, 
And such a sound is in the air 
Of sweetness when he waves his wings, — 


Hovers around her, and thus sings :— 


From Cainpara’s? warbling fount I come, 
Called by that moonlight garland’s spell ; 
From Crinpara’s fount, my fairy home, 
Where in music, morn and night, I dwell. 
Where lutes in the air are heard about, 
And voices are singing the whole day long, 
And every sigh the heart breathes out 
Is turned, as it leaves the lips, to song ! 
Hither I come 
From my fairy home, 


And if there’s a magic in Music’s strain, 


a «This idea (of deities living in shells) was not unknown to the (ireeks, 
who represent the young Nerites, one of the Cupids, as living in shelis on the 
#bares of the Red Sea.”— Wilford. 

b « À fabulous fountain, where instruments are said to be constant-y piay 


_ ng.”—Richardson. 
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I swear by the breath 
Of that moonlight wreath, 
Thy Lover shall sigh at thy feet again. 


For mine is the lay that lightly floats, 

And mine are the murmuring, dying notes, 

That fall as soft as snow on the sea, 

And melt in the heart as instantly :— 

And the passionate strain that, deeply going, 
Refines the bosom it trembles through, 

As the musk-wird, over the water blowing, 


Ruffles the wave, but sweetens it too. 


Mine is the charm, whose mystic sway 

The Spirits of past Delight obey ; — 

Let but the tuneful talisman sound, 

And they come, like Geniï, hovering round. 

And mine is the gentle song that bears, 
From soul to soul, the wishes of love, 

As a bird tha: wafts through genial airs 


The cinnamon-seed from grove to grove.* 


a «The Pompadour pigeon is the species, which, by carrying the fruit of the 
ginnamon to difierent places, is a great disseminator of this valuable tree.” Se 
Brown’s Illustr. Tab. 19, 
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TTis I that mingle in one sweet measure 

The past, the present, and future of pleasure ;* 

When Memory links the tone that is gone 
With the blissful tone that’s still in the ear; 

And Hope from a heavenly note flies on 


To a note more heavenly still that is near. 


! 


The warrior’s heart, when touched by me, 
Can as downy soft and as yielding be 
As his own white plume, that high amid death 
Through the field has shone—yet moves with a 
breath! 
And O, how the eyes of Beauty glisten, 
When music has reached her inward soul, 
Like the silent stars, that wink and listen 


While Heaven’s eternal melodies roll! 


a « Whenever our pleasure arises from a succession of sounds, it is a per- 
ception of a complicated nature, made up of a sensation of the present sounds 
or note, and an idea or remembrance of the foregoing, while their mixture and 
concurrence produce such a mysterious delight, as neither could have produced 
alone. Anditis often heightened by an anticipation of the succeeding notes. 
Thus Sense, Memory, and Imagination, are conjunctively employed.”— Gerrard 
on Taste. 

This is exactly the Epicurean theory of Pleasure, as explained by Ciceru 

_& Quocirca corpus gaudere tamdiu, dum præsentem sentiret voluptatem: ani- 
mum et præsentem percipere pariter cum corpore et prospicere venientem, nec 
preteritam præterfluere sinere.” 

Madame de Staël accounts upon the same principle for the gratification we 
derive from rhyme :—« Elle est l’image de l’espérance et du souvenir. Un son 
nous fait désirer celui qui doit lui répondre, et quand le second retentit il nous 
rappelle cclui qui vient de nous échapper.” 
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So, hither I come 
From my fairy home, 
And if there’s a magic in Music s strain, 
I swear by the breath 
Of that moonlight wreath, 
Thy Lover shall sigh at thy feet again. 


?Tis dawn—at least that earlier dawn, 
Whose glimpses are again withdrawn.® 
Âs if the morn had waked, and then 
Shut close her lids of light again. 
And NourMAHaAL is up, and trying 

The wonders of her lute, whose strings— 
O bliss!—now murmur like the sighing 


From that ambrosial Spirit’s wings. 


a « The Persians have two mornings, the Soobhi Kazim and the Soobhi 
Sadig, the false and the real daybreak. They account for this phenomenon in 
a most whimsical manner. They say that as the sun rises from behind tho 
5 Kohi Qaf, (Mount Caucasus,) it passes a hole perforated through that moun- 
tain, and that darting its rays through it, it is the cause of the Socbhi Kazim, or 
this temporary appearance of daybreak. As it ascends, the earth is again veiled 
in darkness, until the sun rises above the mountain, and brings with it he 
Soobhi Sadig, or real morning. —Srott Waring. He thinks Milton mar ailnès 
t& this, wher he says, — 

*Ere the blabbing Eastern scout, 
The nice morn on the Indian steep 
From her cabined loop-hole peep.” 
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And then, her voice—’tis more than human— 
Never, till now, had it been given 
T> 1ps of any mortal woman 
To utter notes so fresh from heaven ; 
Sweet as the breath of angel sighs, 
When angel sighs are most divine.— 
& O! let it last till night,” she cries, 
“ And he is more than ever mine.” 
And hourly she renews the lay, 
So fearful lest its heavenly sweetness 
Should, ere the evening, fade away,— 
For things so heavenly have such flectness. 
But, far from fading, it but grows 
Richer, diviner as it flows: 
Till rapt she dwells on every string, 
And pours again each sound along, 
Like Echo, lost and languishing, 


In love with her own wondrous song, 


That evening, (trusting that his soul 
Might be from haunting love released 

By mirth, by music, and the bowl,) 
Th? Imperial Sezim held a feast 

In his magnificent Shalimar ;*— 

In whose saloons, when the first star 


8 «In the centre of the plain, as it approaches the Lake, one of the Delhi 
Emperors, 1 believe Shah Jehan, constructed a spacious garden called the Shali- 
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Of evenmg o’er the waters trembled, 
The Valley’s loveliest all assembled ; 
All the bright creatures that, like dreams, 
Glide through its foliage, and drink beams 
Of beauty from its founts and streams ; * 
And all those wandering minstrel-maids, 
Who leave—how can they leave ?—the shades 
Of that dear Valley, and are found 
Singing in gardens of the South? 
Those songs, that ne’er so sweetly sound 


As from a young Cashmerian’s mouth. 


mar, which is abundantly stored with fruit-trees and flowering shruks. Some 
of the rivulets which intersect the plain are led into a canal at the back of the 
garden, and flowing through its centre, or occasionally thrown into a variety 
of water-works, compose the chief beauty of the Shalimar. To decorate this 
spot the Mogul Princes of India have displayed an equal magnificence and 
taste; especially Jehan Gheer, who, with the enchanting Noor Mahl, made 
Kashmire his usual residence during the summer months. On arches thrown. 
over the canal are erected, at equal distances, four or five suites of apartments, 
each consisting of a saloon, with four rooms at the angles, where the followers 
of the court attend, and the servants prepare sherbets, cofice, and the hookah. 
The frame of the doors of the principal saloon is composed of pieces of a stone 
of a black colour, streaked with yellow lines, and of a closer grain and 
higher polish than porphyry. They were taken, it is said, from a Hindoo 
temple, by one of the Mogul princes, and are esteemed of great value — 
Forster. 
8 «The waters of Cachemir are the more renowned from its being supposcd 
{hat the Cachemirians are indebted for their beauty to them” Ali Yezdi. K 
b « From him I received the following üittle Gazzel, or Love Song, the notes … 
of which he committed to paper from the voice of one of those singing girls of 
_Cashmere, who wander from that delightful valley over the various paris 
of India ”—-Persian Mscellanies. 
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There, too, the Haram?s inmates smile ; — 
Maids from the West, with sunbright hair, 
And from the garden of the Nice, 
Delicate as the roses there ; *— 
Daughters of Love from Cyprus’ rocks, 
With Paphian diamonds in their locks ;°— 
Light Peri forms, such as there are 
On the gold meads of, CANDAHAR ; ° 
And they, before whose sleepy eyes, 
in their own bright Kathaïan bowers, 
Sparkle such rainbow butterflies, 
That they might fancy the rich flowers, 
That round them in the sun lay sighing, 


Had been by magic all set flying.* 


Every thing young, every thing fair 
From East and West is blushing there, 


a « The roses of the Jinan Nile, or Garden of the Nile, (a‘tached to the 
Emperor of Marocco’s palace,) are unequalled, and mattresses are made of their 
leaves for the men of rank to recline upon.”’—Juckson. 

b « On the side of a mountain near Paphos there is a cavern which produces 
the most beautiful rock-crystal. On account of its brilliancy it has been called 
the Paphian diamond.” —Mariti. 

ce «There is a part of Candahar, called Peria, or Fairy Land.”—Thevenot, 
In some of those countries to the north of India, vegetaole gold is supposed to 
be produced. 

à « These are the butterflies which are called in the Chinese language Flying 
Leaves. Some of them have such shining colours, and are so variegated. that 
they may be called flying flowers; and indeed they are always produced in the 
finest tovr2r-gardens.—Dunn. 
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Except—except—0, Nucrmaar ! 

Thou loveliest, dearest of them all, 

The one, whose smile shone out alone, 

Amidst a world the only one ; 

Whose light, among so many lights, 

Was like that star, on starry nights, 

The seaman singles from the sky, 

To steer his bark for ever by! 

Thou wert not there—so Secrm thought, 
And every thing seemed drear without thes ; 

But, ah! thou wert, thou wert, and brought 
Thy charm of song all fresh about thee. 

Mingling unnoticed with a band 

Of lutanists from many a iand, 

And veiled by such a mask as shades 

The features of young Arab maids,"— 

À mask that leaves but one eye free, 

To do its best in witcherv,— 

She roved, with beating heart, around, 
And waited, trembling, for the minute, 

When she might try if still the sounä 
Of her loved lute had magic in it. 


The board was spread with fruits and wine, 


With grapes of gold, like those that shine 


a «The Arabian women wear bla-k masks with little ct 


asps pret{ily ordcrad.” 
5 Carrerk  Niebuhr mntions their showing 


but one eye in conversation, 


FETE 


HER 


- THE LIGHT OF THE HARAM. 327 


On Cassrw’s hills ;*—pomegranates full 

Of melting sweetness, and the pears, 
And sunniest apples,? that Cauguz, 

In all its thousand gardens,° bears LE 
Plantains, the golden and the green, 
Mazay4s nectared mangusteen ; 4 
Prunes of BoxarA, and sweet nuts 

From the far groves of SAMARCAND, 
And BasrA dates, and apricots, 

Seed of the Sun,° from Irarw”s land ; 
With rich conserve of Visna cherries,' 
Of orange flowers, and of those berries 
That, wild and fresh, the young gazelles 
Feed on in Erac’s rocky dells.5 
All these in richest vases smile, 


In baskets of pure santal-wood, 


a «The golden grapes of Casbin.”— Description of Persia. 

b « The fruits exported from Caubul are apples, pears, pomegrariates,” &c.— 
Elphinstone. 

e « We sat down under a tree, listened to the birds, and talked with the son 
of our Mehmaundar about our country and Caubul, of which he gave an 
enchanting account; that city and its hundred thousand gardens,” &c. — Id. 

d «'T'he mangusteen, the most delicate fruit in the world; the pride of the 
Malay islands.”— Marsden. 

e & À delicious kind of apricot, called by the Persiaus tokm-ek-shems, signify 
ing sun’s seed—Descriplion of Persia. 

1 « Sweetmeats, in a crystal cup, consisting of rose-leaves in conserve, with 
lemon of Visna cherry, orange flowers,” &c.— Russell, 

£& «Ar ‘elopes cropping the fresh berries of Erac’—The Moallakat, l'oem 

- of l'arafa. 
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And urns of porcelain from that isle,° 
Sunk underneath the Indian flood, 
Whence oft the lucky diver brings 
Vases to grace the halls of kings. 
Wines, too, o? every clime and hue, 
Around their liquid lustre threw ;— 
Amber Rosolli,—the bright dew 
. From vineyards of the Green-Sea gushing,°— 
And SHiRAZz wine, that richly ran 
As if that jewel, large and rare, 
The ruby for which Kusrar-KHan 
Offered a city’s wealth,® was blushing 


Melted within the goblets there! 


And amply Sezim quaffs of each, 
And seems resolved the flood shall reach 
His inward heart, —shedding around 
À genial deluge, as they run, 
That soon shall leave no spot undrowned, 


For Love to rest his wings upon. 


a Mauri-ga-Sima, an island near Formosa, supposed to have been sunk ix 
the sea for the crimes of its inhabitants. The vessels which the fishermen and 
divers bring up from it are sold at an immense price in China and Japan — 
See Kempfer. 

b Persian Tales. 

c The white wine of Kishma. 

d«The King of Zeilan is said to have the very finest ruby that was ever 
sæen. Kublai-Khan sent and offered the value of à city for it, but the King 
anewered he would not give it for the treasure of the world.’—Marco Pole, 
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He little knew how well the boy 
Can float upon the goblet’s streams, 
Lighting them with his smile of joy ;— 
As bards have seen him in their dreams, 
Down the blue Gances laughing glide 
Upon a rosy lotus wreath,* 
Catching new lustre from the tide 


That with his image shone beneath. 


But what are cups, without the aïd 

Of song to speed them as they flow ? 
And see—a lovely Georgian maïd, 

With all the bloom, the freshened glow 
Of her own country maidens’ looks, 
Vhen warm they rise from Terzis” brooks,”— 
And with an eye, whose restless ray, 

Full, floating, dark—O, he, who knows 
His heart is weak, of Heaven should pray 

To guard him from such eyes as those — 
With a voluptuous wildness flings 
Her snowy hand across the strings 


Of a syrinda,° and thus sings : — 


a The Indians feign that Cupid was first seen floating down the Ganges « 
the Nymphæa Nelumbo—Sce Pennant. 

b T'eflis is celebraced for its natural warm baths.—See Ebn Haukal. 

e «The Indian Syrinda, or guitar,”—Symez. 
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Come hither, come hither; 2y night and by day, 
We linger in pleasures that never are gone ; 
Like the waves of the summer, as one dies away, 
Another as sweet and as shining comes on. 
And the love that is o’er, in expiring, gives birth 

To a new one as warm, as unequalled in bliss ; 
And, O, if there be an Elysium on earth, 


It is this, it is this.® 


Here maidens are sighing, and fragrant their sigh 
Às the flower of the Amra just oped by a bee; 
And precious their tears as that rain from the sky, ° 
,  Which turns into pearls as it falls in the sea. 
O! think what the kiss and the smile must be worth 
When the sigh and the tear are so perfect in bliss, 
: And own, if there be an Elysium on earth, 


It is this, it is this. 


Here sparkles the nectar, that, hallowed by love, 


Could draw down those angels of old from their sphere, 


2 & Around the exterior of the Dewan Khafs (a building of Shah Alma, 


in the cornice are the fIlowing lines, in letters of gold upon a ground of 


white mable—<1f there be a paradise upon earth, it is ihis, ü is this? ?u. 
 Trarklin. 


b « Delightful are the flowers of the Amra trees on the mountain tops, 


while the murmuring pees pursue their voluptuous toil”—Song of Jayadeva. 


€ “The Nisan, or drops of Spring rain, whieh they believe to Prouuce pearle 
‘f they fall into shells”— Richardson. 
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Who for wine of this earth* left the fountains above, 
And forgot heaven’s stars for the eyes we have here. 
Ard, blessed with the odour our goblet gives forth, 
What Spirit the sweets cf his Eden would miss ? 
For O. if there be an Elvsium on earth, 


It is this, it is this. 


The Georgian’s song was scarcely mute, 
When the same measure, sound for sound, 
Was caught up by another lute, 
And so divinely brecthed around, 
That all stood hushed and wondering, 
And turned and looked into the air, 
As if they thought to see the wing 
Of Israric,” the Angel, there ; — 
So powerfully on every soul 
That new, enchanted measure stole. 
While now a voice, sweet as the note 
Of the charmed lute, «as heard to float 
Along its chords, and so entwine 
Its sounds with theirs, that none knew wkether 
The voice or lute was most divine, 


So wondrously they went together :— 


a Yor an account of the share which wine had in the fall of the angels, see Mariti 
b The Angel of Music. See note. p. 274. 
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There’s a bliss beyond all that the minstrel has told, 

When two, that are linked in one heavenly tie, 
With heart never changing, and brow never cold, 

Love on through all ills, and love on till they die 
One hour of a passion so sacred is worth 

Whole ages of heartless and wandering bliss ; 
And, O! if there be an Elysium on earth, 

It is this, it is this. 


?Twas not the air, ’twas not the words, 
But that deep magic in the chords 
And in the lips, that gave such power 
As Music knew not till that hour. 
At once a hundred voices said, 
« It is the masked Arabian maiïd ?? 
While Sec, who had felt the strain 
Deepest of any, and had lain 
Some minutes rapt, as in a trance, 
After the fairy sounds were o’er, 
Too inly touched for utterance, 


Now motioned with his hand for more :=—= 


Fiy to the desert, fly with me: 


Our Arab tents are rude for thee ; 
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But, O! the choice what heart can doubt, 


Of tents with love, or thrones without ? 


Our rocks are rough, but smiling there 
Th? acacia waves her yellow hair, 
Lonely and sweet, nor loved the less 


For flowering in a wilderness. 


Our sands are bare, but down their slope 
The silvery-footed antelope 
As gracefully and gayly springs 


As o’er the marble courts of kings. 


Then come—thy Arab maid will be 
The loved and lone acacia-tree, 

The antelope, whose feet shall bless 
With their light sound thy loneliness. 


O! there are looks and tones that dart 

An instant sunshine through the heart, — 
As if the soul that minute caught 

Some treasure it through life had sought — 


Às if the very lips and eyes, 
Predestined to have all our sighs, 
And never be furgct again, 


Sparkled and spo}e before us then! 
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So came thy every glance and tone, 
When first on me they breathed and shons, 
New, as if brought from other spheres, 


Yet welcome as if loved for years. 


Then fly with me,—if thou hast krown 
No other flame, nor falsely thrown 
À gem away, that thou hadst sworn 


Should ever in thy heart be worn. 


Come, if the love thou hast for me 
Is pure and fresh as mine for thee,— 
Fresh as the fountain w:der ground, 


When first ’tis by the lapwing found.® 


But if for me thou dost forsake 
Some other maid, and rudely break 
Her worshipped image from its base, 


To give to me the ruined place ;— 


Then, fare thee well—T[’d rather make 
My bower upon some icy lake 
When thawing suns begin to shine, 


Than trust to love so false as thine”’ 


a The Hudhud, or Lapwing, is supposed to have the power 4 discovering 
water under ground. ‘ 
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There was a pathos in this lay, 
That, ev’n without enchantment’s art, 
Would instantly have found its way 
Deep into Sezim’s burning heart ; 
But, breathing, as it did, a tone 
To earthly lutes and lips unknown ; 
With every chord fresh from the touch 
Of Music’s Spirit, —’twas too much! 
Starting, he dashed away the cup,-— 
Which, all the time of this sweet ær, 
His hand had held, untasted, up, 
As if ’twere fixed by magic there, — 
And naming her, so long unnamed, 
So long unseen, wildly exclaimea, 
&«O NouruaHAL! O NourmanaL ! 
« Hadst thou but sung this witclang strain, 
& I could forget—forgive thee all, 


« And never leave those eyes again.” 


The mask is off—the charm is wrought-- 
And Sezim to his heart has cauoht, 

In blushes more than ever bright, 

His NourmanaL, his Haram’s Light! 
And well do vanished frowns enhance 
The charm of every brightened glance ; 
And dearer seems each dawning smile 


For having lost its light awhile : 
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And, happier now for all her sighs, 
As on his arm her head reposes, 
She whispers him, with laughing eyes, 


& Remember, love, the Fesst cf Hoxes!*? 
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FapcaDs:x, at the conclusion of this light rhapsody, took 
otwasion to sum up his opinion of the yourg Cashmerian’s 
poetsy,—of which, he trusted, they had that evening heard 
the {ast. Having recapitulated the epithets 6 frivolous”— 
€ inharnonious””—( nonsensical,” he proceeded to say that, 
viewing ‘t in the most favourable light, it resembled one 
of those Maldivian boats, to which the Princess had alluded 
in the relation of her dream,—a slight, gilded thing, sent 
adrift without zudder or ballast, and with nothing but vapid 
sweets and faded flowers on board. ‘The profusion, indeed, 
of flowers and birds, which this Poet had ready on all 
occasions,—not to mention dews, gems, &c.,—was a most 
oppressive kind of opulence to his hearers; and had the 
unlucky effect of giving to his style all the glitter of the 
flower-garden without its method, and all the flutter of the 
aviary without its song. In addition to this, he chose his 
subjects badly, and was always most inspired by the worst 
parts of them. The charms of paganism, the merits of rebel- 
lion,—these were the themes honoured with his particular 
enthusiasm ; and, in the poem just recited, one of his most 


palatable passages was in praise of that beverage of the 


a Eee p. 285, 


\ 
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Unfaithful, wine ;—< seing, perhaps,”? said he, relaxing inte 
a smile, as conscious of his own character in the Haram or 
this point, “one of those bards, whose fancy owes all its 
ilumination to the grape, like that painted porcelain,* so 
curious and so rare, whose images are only visible when 
liquor is poured into it.” Upon the whole, it was his 
opinion, from the specimens which they had heard, and 
which, he begged to say, were the most tiresome part of the 
journey, that—whatever other merits this well-dressed young 
gentleman might possess—poctry was by no means his proper 
avocation: “and indeed,”” concluded the critic, ‘from his 
fondness for flowers and for birds, I would venture to suggest 
that a florist or a bird-catcher is a much more suitable calling 


for hin than a poet.”? 


They had now begun to ascend those barren moun- 
tains which separates Cashmere from the rest of India; 
and as the heats were intolerakle, and the time of ther 
encampments limited to the few hours necessary for 
refreshment and repose, there was an end to all their 


dchightful evenings, and Larca RookH saw no more of 


a « The Chinese had formerly the art of painting on the sides of porcelain 
vessels fish and other animals, which were only perceptible when the vessel was 
füil of some liquor. They call this species Kia-tsin, that is, azwre is put in press, 
on account of the manner in which the azure is laid on.”—«!{'hey are every 


now and then tryi g to recover the art of this magical painting, but to no pur 
pose. ”-—Dunn. 
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Feramorz. She now felt that her short dream of happi- 
ness was over, and that she had nothing but the recol- 
lection of its few blissful hours, like the one draught of 
sweet water that serves the camel across the wilderness, 
to be her hearts refreshment during the dreary waste of 
life that was before her. The blight that had fallen upon 
her spirits soon found its way to her check, and her ladies 
saw with regret—though not without some suspicion of 
the cause—that the beauty of their mistress, of which 
they were almost as proud as of their own, was fast 
vanishing away at the very moment of all when she had 
most need of it What must the King of Bucharia feel, 
_ when, instead of the lively and beautiful Larra Rooku, 
whom the poets of Delhi had described as more perfeci 

than the divinest images in the house of Azor,* he should | 
receive a pale and inanimate victim, upon whose cheek | 
neither health nor pleasure bloomed, and from whose eyes 


Love had fled,—to hide himself in her heart? 


If any thing could have charmed away the melan- 
choly of her spirits, it would have been the fresh airs and 
enchanting scenery of that Valley, which the Persians so 


justly called the Unequalled.® But neither the coolness of 


a An eminent carver of idols, said in the Koran to be father to Abraham 
- él have such a lovely idol as is not to be met with in the house of Azor.” = 


Hafiz. 
b Kachmire be Nazeer.— Forster, 
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its atmosphere, so luxurious after toiling up those bare and 


burning mountains,—neither the splendour of the minarets 


and pagodas, that shone out from the depth of its woods, 


nor the grottoes, hermitages, and miraculous  fountains,* 
which make every spot of that region holy ground,-— 
neither the countless waterfalls, that rush into the Valley 
from all those high and romantic mountains that encircle 
it, nor the fair city on the Lake, whose houses, roofed 
with flowers,” appeared at a distance like one vast and 
variegated parterre:—not all these wonders and gjlories 
of the most lovely country under the sun could steal her 
heart for a minute from those sad thoughts, which but 


darkened and grew bitterer every step she advanced. 


a «The pardonable ‘superstition of the sequestered inhabitants has multi- 
plied the places of worsbip of Mahadeo, of Beschan, and of Brama. All Cash- 
mere is hoïy land, and miraculous fountains abound.”— Major Rennel’s Memoirs 
of a Map of Hindostan. 

Jehanguire mentions “a fountain in Cashmere called Tirnagh, which signi- 
fies a snake ; probably because some large snake had formerly been seen there 
-—«During the lifetime of my father, I went twice to this fountain, which ig 
about twenty coss from the city of Cashmere. The vestiges of places of wor 
ship and sanctity are to be traced without number amongst the ruins and the 
caves, which are interspersed in its neighbourhood—Toozek Jehangery.—v. 
Asiat, Misc. vol. ü. 

There is another account of Cashmere, by Abul-Fazil, the author of the 
Ayin-Acbaree, “who,” says Major Rennel, « appears to have caught some of the 
enthusiasm of the valley, by his description of the holy places in it? 

b&«On a standing roof of wood is laid a covering of fine earth, which 
vhelters the building from the great quantity of snow that falls in the winter 
season. This fence communicates an equal warmth in winter, as a refreshing 


*coolness in the summer season, when the tops of the houses, which are planted 


with a variety of flowers, exhibit at a distance the spacious view of a beautifully 


-vheckered parterre’ — Forster. 
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The gay pomps and processions that met her tion 
ner entrance into the Valley, and the magnificence with 
which the roads all along were decorated, did honour to 
the taste and gallantry of the young King. It was night 
when they approached the city, and, for the last two 
miles, they had passed unler arches, thrown from hedge 
to hedge, festooned with only those rarest roses from 
which the Attar Gul, more precious than gold, is distilled, 
and illuminated in rich and fanciful forms with lanterns of 
the triple-coloured  tortoise-shell of Pegu.* Sometimes, 
from a dark wood by the side of the road, a display of 
fireworks would break out, so sudden and so brilliant, that - 
a Brahmin might fancy he beheld that grove, m whose 
purple shade the God of Battles was born, bursting into a 
flame at the moment of his brth;—while, at other times, 
a quick and playful irradiation continued to brighten all 
the fields and gardens by which they passed, forming a 
line of dancing lights along the horizon; like the meteors 
of the north as they are seen by those hunters,” who # 


pursue the white and blue foxes on the confines of the. 


Icy Sea. 


These arches and fireworks delighted the Ladies of 


a «Two hundred slaves there are, who have no other office than to hunt the 
woods and marshes for triple-coloured tortoises for the King's Vivary. Of the 
shells of these also lanterns are made”— Vincent le Flanc’s Travels. 

b For a description o the Aurora Borealis as it appears to these hunters, w 
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the Princess exceedingly; and, with their usua. good 
logic, they deduced from his taste for illuminations, that 
the King of Bucharia would make the most exemplary 
husband imaginable. Nor, imdeed, could Lara Rookx 
herself help feeling the kindness and splendour with which 
the young bridegroom welcomed her;—but she also felt 
Le painful is the gratitude, which kindness from those 
we cannot love excites; and that their best blandishments 
come over the heart with all that chilling and deadly 
sweetness, which we can fancy in the cold, odoriferous 


wind * that is to blow over this earth in the last days. 


._. The marriage was fixed for the morning after her 
_arrival, when she was, for the first time, to be presented 
to the monarch in that Imperial Palace bevond the lake, 
called the Shalimar. Though never before had a night 
of more wakeful and anxious thought been passed in the 
Happy Valley, yet, when she rose in the morning, and her 
* Ladies came around her, to assist in the adjustment of the 
bridal ornaments, they thought they had never seen her 
Jook half so beautiful. What she had lost of the bloom 


_ and radiancy of her charms was more than made up by 


& This wind, which is to blaw from Syria Damascena, is, according 10 the 
-Mahometans, one of the signs of the Last Day’s approach. 
Another of the signs is, “ Great distress in tte world, so that a man when 


be passes by another’s grave éhall say, Would to God I were in his place?” 
Sales Preliminary Discourse 
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that intellectual expression, that soul beaming forth fiom 


the eyes, which is worth all the rest of loveliness. When 
they had tinged her fingers with the Henna leaf, and 


placed upon her brow a small coronet of jewels, of the 


shape worn by the ancient Queens of Bucharia, they flung 
over her head the rose-coloured bridal veil, and she pro- 
ceeded to the barge that was to convey her across the 
lake ;—first kissing, with a mournful look, the little amulet 
of cornelian, which her father at parting had hung about 


her neck. 


The morning was as fresh and fair as the maid on 


whose nuptials it rose, and the shining lake, all covered 


with boats, the minstrels playing upon the shores of the 


islands, and the crowded summer-houses on the green 


hills around, with shawls and banners waving from their 


roofs, presented such a picture of animated rejoicing, as 
only she, who was the object of it all, did not feel with 
transport. To Lara Rookx alone it was a melancholy 
pageant; nor could she have even borne to look upon the 
scene, were it not for a hope that, among the crowds 
around, she might once more perhaps catch a glimpse of 
FEramorz. So much was her imagination haunted by 


this thought, that there was scarcely an islet or boat she 


passed on the way, at which her heart did not flutter with 


the momentary fancy that he was there. Happy, m her 
eyes, the humblest slave upon whom the light of his deas 
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looks fell!—In the barge immediately after the Princess 
- sat FADLADEEN, with his silken curtains thrown widely 
apart, that all might have the benefit of his august pre 
sence, and with his head full of the speech he was te 
“deliver to the King, “concerning FEramMorz, and Ltera 


ture, and the Chabuk, as connected therewith.?? 


They now had entered the canal which leads from the 
Lake to the splendid domes and saloons of the Shalimar, 
and went gliding on through the gardens that ascended 
from each bank, full of flowering shrubs that made the 
air all perfume ; while from the middle of the canal rose 
jets of water, smooth and unbroken, to such a dazzling 
height, that they stood like tall pillars of diamond in 
the sunshine. After sailing under the arches of various 
saloons, they at length arrived at the last and most mag- 
nificent, where the monarch awaited the coming of his 
bride; and such was the agitation of her heart and frame, 
that it was with difficulty she could walk up the marble 
steps, which were covered with cloth of gold for her 
ascent from the barge. At the end of the hall stood two 
thrones, as precious as the Cerulean Thrones of Cool- 


burga,® on one of which sat Azrris, the youthful King of 


. #“On Mahommed Shaw’s return to Kool. arga, (the capital of Dekkan,) 
be made a great festival, and mounted this throne with much pomp and mag: 
nificence, calling it Firozeh or Cerulean. I have heard some old persons, who 
sax the throne Firozeh in the reign of Sultan Mamood Bhamenee, describe ! 
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Bucharia, and on the other was, in a few minutes, to be 
placed the most beautiful Princess in the world. Imme- 
diately upon the entrance of Larca Rookx into the salocn, 
the monarch descended from his throne to meet her; but 
scarcely had he time to take her hand in his, when she 
screamed with surprise, and fainted at his feet. It was 
Feramorz himself that stood before her!—Frramorz was, 
himself, the Sovereign of Bucharia, who in this disguise 
had accompanied his young bride from Delhi, and, having 
won her love as an humble minstrel, now amply deserved 


to enjoy it as a King. 


The consternation of FADLADEEN at this discovery was, - 
for the moment, almost pitiable. But change of opinion is a 
resource too convenient in courts for this experienced eourtier 
not to have learned to avail himself of it. His criticisms 
were all, of course, recanted instantly; he was seized with 
an admiration for the King’s verses, as unbounded as, he 
begged him to believe, it was disinterested ; and the follow- 


ing week saw him in possession of an additional place, 


it. They say that it was in length nine feet, and three in breadth; made vf 
eb ny, covered with plates of pure gold, and set with precious stones of immense 
value. Every prince of the house of Bhamenee, who possessed this throne, 
made a point of adding to it some rich stones; so that when, in the reign of 
Sultan Mamood, it was taken to pieces, to remove some of the jewels to be set 
in vases and cups, the jewellers valued it at one corore of oons, (nearly four 
millions sterling.) I learned also that it was called Firozeh from being partly 
enarelled of a sky-blue colour, which was in time total.y concealed by the num- 
per of iewels”—#erishla. 
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swearing by all the Saints of Islam that never had there 
existed so great a poet as the Monarch Azrrris, and 
moreover, ready to prescribe his favourite regimen of the 
Chabuk for every man, woman. and child, that dared to think 


otherwise. 


Of the happiness of the King and Queen of Buchana, 
after such a beginning, there can be but little doubt; and, 
among the lesser symptoms, it is recorded of LarLa Rookx, 
that, to the day of her death, in memory of their delightful 

 journey, she never called the King by any other name ‘han 


FErRAMoRz. 


THE LAKE OF GENEVA. 


Day glimmer’d in the east, and the white Moon 
Hung like a vapour in the cloudless sky, 
Yet visible, when on my way I went, 
Glad to be gone—a pilgrim from the north, 
Now more and more attracted as I drew 
Nearer and nearer. Ere the artisan, 
Drowsy, half-clad, had from his window leant, 
With folded arms and listless look to snuff 
The morning air, or the caged sky-lark sung, 
From his green sod up-springing—but in vain, 
His tuneful bill v’erflowing with a song 
OI in the days of Homer, and his wings 
With transport quivering, on my way I went, 
_ Thy gates, Geneva, swinging heavily, 
Thy gates so slow to open, swift to shut : 
Aa çu that Sabhath-eve when he arrived,* 


Roseau, 
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Whose name is now thy glory, now by thee 

Inscribeë to consecrate (such virtue dwells 

In those small syllables) the narrow street, 

His birth-place—when, but one short step too late, : 

He sate him down and wept—wept till the morning; 

Then rose to go—a wanderer through the world. 
%T is not a tale that every hour brings with it. 

Yet at a City-gate, from time to time, 

Much might be learnt; and most of all at thine 

London—thy hive the busiest, greatest, still 

Gathering, enlarging still. Let us stand by, 

And note who passes. Here comes one, a Youth, 

Glowing with pride, the pride of conscious power, 

À Chatterton—in thought admired, caress’d, 

And crown'd like Petrarch in the Capitol ; 

Ere long to die—to fall by his own hand, 

And fester with the vilest. Here come two, 

Less feverish, less exalted—soon to part, 

À Garrick and a Johnson; Wealth and Fame 

Awaiting one—even at the gate, Neglect 

And Want the other. But what multitudes, 

Urged by the love of change, and, like myself, 

Adventurous, careless of to-morrow’s fare, 

Press on—though but a rill entering the Sea, 

Entering and lost! Our task would never end. 
Day glimmer’d-and I went, a gentle breeze 

Ruffling the Leman Lake. Wave after wave, 

If such they might be call'4, dash’d as in sport, 

Not anger, with the pebbles on the beach 

Making wild music, and far westward eaught 

The sin-beam— where, alone, and as entranced, 
Countmg the hours, the fisher in his skif 
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Lay with his circular and dotted line, 
Fishing in silence. When the heart is light 
With hope, all pleases, nothing comes amiss : 
And soon a passage-boat swept gaily by, 
Laden with peasant-oirls and fruits and flowers, 
And many a chanticleer and partlet caged 
For Vevay’s market-place—a motley group 
Seen through the silvery haze. But soon ’t was gone 
The shifting sail flapp'a idly for an instant, | 
Then bore them off. 

I am not one of those 
So dead to all things in this visible world, 
So wondrously profound—as to move on 
In the sweet light of heaven, like him of old! 
(His name is justly in the Calendar) 
Who through the day pursued this pleasant path 
That winds beside the mirror of all beauty, 
And when at eve his fellow-pilerims sate, 
Discoursing of the lake, ask’d where it was. 
They marvel}d, as they might; and so must all, 
Seeing what now I saw; for now * was day 
And the bright Sun was in the firmament, 
À thousand shadows of a thousand hues 
Chequering the clear expanse. Avwhile his orb 
Hung o’er thy trackless fields of snow, Mont Blanc, 
Thy seas of ice and ice-built promontories, 
That change their shapes for ever as in sport; 
Then travell’ d onward, and went down behind. 
The pine-clad heights of Jura, lighting up 
The woodman’s casement, and perchance his axe 
2orne homeward through the forest in his hand; : 
And, in some deep and melancholy glen, 
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That dnngeon-fortress never to be named, 


: Where, like à lion taken in the toils, 
Toussaint breathed out his brave and generous spirit, 
Ab, little did He think, who sent him there, 
That he himself, then greatest among men, 
Should in like manner be so soon convey’d 


Across the ocean—-to a rock so small 


Amid the countless multitude of waves, 

That ships have gone and sought it, and return’d, 
Saying it was not! | 

Still along the shore, 


_ Among the trees I went for many à mile, 


Where damsels sit and weave their fishing-nets, 
Singing some national song by the way-side. 
But now ’t was dusk, and journeying by the Rhone, 
That there came down, a torrent from the Alps, 
I enter’d where a key unlocks a kingdom,* 
The mountains closing, and the road, the river 
Filling the narrow pass. There, till a ray 
Glanced through my lattice, and the household-stir 
Warn’d me to rise, to rise and to depart, 

- À stir unusual and accompanied 
With many a tuning of rude instruments, 
And many a laugh that argued coming pleasure, 


Mine host fair daughter for the nuptial rite, 

_ And nuptial feasts attiring—there I slept, 

- And in my dreams wander’d once more, well pleased. 
But now a charm was on the rocks, and woods, 


And waters ; for, methought, I was with those 
J had at MOrn, at even, wish'4 for there. 


D *St. Maurice, 
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Nicur was again descending, when my mule, 
That all day long had climb’d among the clouds 
Higher and higher still, as by a stair 
Let down from Heaven itself, transporting me, 
Stopp'd, to the joy of both, at that low door 
So near the summit of the Great St. Bernard ; 
That éloor which ever on its hinges moved 
To them that knock’d and nightly sends abroad 
Miistering Spirits. Lying on the watch, 

Two dogs of grave demeanor welcomed me? 
AI meekness, gentleness, though large of limb, 
And a lay-brother of the Hospital, 
Who, as we toil'd below, had heard by fits 
The distant echoës gaining on his ear, 
Came and held fast my stirrup in his hand, 
While I alighted. 

Long could I have stood, 
With a religious awe contemplating 
- That House, the highest in the Ancient World, 
And placed there for the noblest purposes. 
T was a rude pile of simplest mMasonrY, 
With narrow windows and vast buttresses, 
Built to endure the shocks of Time and Chance, 
Yet showing many a rent, as well it might, 
Warrd on for ever by the elements, 
And in an evil day, nor long ago, 
By violent men—when on the mountain-top 
The French and Austrian banners met in conflict. 
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On the same rock beside it stood the church, 
Reft of its cross, not of its sanctity ; 
The vesper-bell, for * was the vesper-hour, 
Duly proclaiming through the wilderness, 
“ A]] ye who hear, whatever be your work, 
Stop for an instant—move your lips in prayer !? 
And, just beneath it, in that dreary dale, 
If dale it might be call’ d, so near to Heaven, 
A little lake, where never fish leap’d up, 
Lay like a spot of ink amid the snow; 
À star, the only one in that small sky, 
On its dead surface glimmering. ?T was a scene 
Resembling nothing I had left behind, 
As though all worldly ties were now dissolved ; — 
And to incline the mind still more to thought, 
To thought and sadness, on the eastern shore 
Under a beetling cliff stood half in shadow 
À lonely chapel destined for the dead, 
- For such as, having wander’d from their way 
Had perish’d miserably. Side by side, 
Within they lie, a mournful company 
AI in their shrouds, no earth to cover them; 
Their features full of life, yet motionless 
In the broad day, nor soon to suffer change, 
Though the barr’d windows, barr’d against the wc: 
Are always open ! 
But the Bise blew cold ; 
And, bidden to à spare but cheerful meal, 
I sate among the holy brotherhood 
At their long board. The fare indeed was such 
As is prescribed on days of abstinence, 
But might have pleased a nicer taste than mine; 
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And through the floor came up, an ancient matron 
Serving unseen below ; while from the roof 
(The roof, the floor, the walls of native fir), 
À lamp hung oc such as loves to fling 
Its partial light on A ostole heads, 
And sheds a grace on all. Theïrs Time as yet 
Had changed not. Some were almost in the prime; 
Nor was a brow o’ercast. Seen as I saw them, 
Ranged round their ample hearth-stone in an hour 
Of rest, they were as gay, as free from guile, 
As children ; answering, and at once, to all 
The gentler impulses, to pleasure, mirth ; 
Mingling, at intervals, with rational talk 
Music ; and gathering news from them that came, 
As of some other world. But when the storm 
Rose, and the snow roll’d on in ocean-billows, 
When on his face the experienced traveller fell, 
Sheltermg his Lips and nostrils with his hands, 
Then all was changed ; and, sallying with drète pack 
Into that blank of nature, . became 
Unearthly beings. “ Aude higher up, 
Just where it drifts, a dog howls loud and long, 
And now, as guided by a voice from Heaven, 
Digs with his feet. That noble vehemence 
Whose can it be, but his who never err’d ? 
Let us to work! there is no time to lose — 
But who descends Mont Velan? ?T is la Croix. 
Away, away ! if not, alas, too late. 
Homeward he drags an old man and a boy, 
Faltering and falling, and but half awaken’d, 
Asking to sleep again” Such their discourse. 

Oft has a venerable roof received me; 

2 
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St. Bruno’s once *— where, when the winds were 
hush’d, 

Nor from the cataract the voice came up, 

You might have heard the mole work underground, 

So great the stillness of that place; none seen, 

Save when from rock to rock a hermit cross 2 

By some rude bridge—or one at midnight tolld. 

To matins, and white habits, issuing forth, 

Glided along those aisles interminable, 

AI, all observant of the sacred law 

Of silence. Nor is that sequester’d spot, 

Once called “Sweet Waters” now “The Shady 
Vale + 

To me unknown ; that house so rich of old, 

So courteous, Fe by two, that pass’ d that way, À 

Amply requited with RL verse, 

The Poet’s payment. 

S But, among them all, 

None can with this compare, the dangerous seat 

Of generous, active Virtue. What though Frost 

… Reïgn everlastingly, and ice and snow 

Thaw not, but gather—there is that within, 

Which, where it comes, makes Summer; and in 
thought, 

Oft am I sitting on the bench beneath 

Their garden-plot, where all that vegetates 

Is but some scanty lettuce, to observe 

. Those from the South ascending, every step 

Às though it were their last—and instantly 


* The Grande Chartreuse. 
+ Vallombrosa, formerly called Acqua Bella. 
1 Ariosto and Milton. 
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Restored, renew’d, advancing as with songs, 
Soon as they see, turning à lofty crag, 
That plain, that modest structure, promising 
Bread to the hungry® to the weary rest, 


III. 
THE DESCENT. 


MY mule refresh4—and, let the truth be told, 

_ He was not of that vile, that sCurvy race, 

From sire to son lovers of controversy, 

But patient, diligent, and sure of foot, 

Shunning the loose stone on the precipice, 

Snorting suspicion while with sight, smell, touch, 

Examining the wet and spongy moss, 

And on his haunches sitting to slide down 

The steep, the smooth—my mule refresh’d, his bells 

Gingled once more, the signal to depart, 

_ And we set out in the gray light of dawn, 

Descending rapidly—by waterfalls 

Fast-frozen, and among huge blocks of ice 

That in their long career had stopt mid-way, 

Àt length, uncheck’d, nnbidden, he stood still ; 

And all his bells were muffled. Then my Guide, 

Lowering his voice, address’ d me: “Through this 
Chasm 

On and say nothing—for a word, a breath, 

Stirring the air, may loosen and bring down 

À winter’s snow—enough to overwhelm 

The horse and foot that, night and day, defiled 

Along this path to conquer at Marengo. 

Well T remember, how I met them here, 
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Às the light died away, and how Napoleon, 
Wrapt in his cloak—T could not be deceived— 
Rein’d in his horse, and ask’d me, as I pass’d, 
How far t was to St. Remi. Where the rock 
Juts forward, and the road, crumbling away, 
Narrows almost to nothing at its base, 

TT was there; and down along the brink he led 
To Victory —Dessaix, who turned the scale, 
Leaving his life-blood in that famous feld 
(When the clouds break, we may discern the spot 
In the blue haze), sleeps, as you saw at dawn, 
Just as you enter’d, in the Hospital-church.? 

So saying, for a while he held his peace, 
Avwe-struck beneath that dreadful Canopy ; 

But soon, the danger pass’ d, launch’d forth again. 


EVER 
JORASSE. 


JorAsse was in his three-and-twentieth year; 
Graceful and active as a stag just roused ; 
Gentle withal, and pleasant in his speech, 
Yet seldom seen to smile. He had grown up 
Among the Hunters of the Higher Alps ; 
Had caught their starts and fits of thoughtfulness, 
Their haggard looks, and strange soliloquies, 
Said to arise by those who dwell below, 
From frequent dealings with the Mountain-Spirits. 
But other ways had taught him better things; : 
And now he numbered, marching by my side, 
The Savans, Princes, who with him had cross’ d 
The frozen tract, with him familiarly 
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Through the rougk day and rougher night conversed 
In many a chalet round the peak of terror,* 
Round Tacul, Tour, Well-horn and Rosenlau, 
And Her, whose throne is inaccessible, + 

Who sits, withdrawn, in virgin-majesty, 

Nor oft unveils. Anon an Avalanche 

Rolld its long thunder; and a sudden crash, 
Sharp and metallic, to the startled ear 

Told that far-down a continent of Ice 

Had burst in twain. But he had now begun, 
And with what transport he recall'd the hour 
When to deserve, to win his blooming bride, 
Madelaine of Annecy, to his feet he bound 


The iron crampons, and, ascending, trod 


- The Upper realms of Frost ; then, by a cord 


Let half-way down, enter’d a Grot star-bright 

And gather’d from above, below, around, 

The pointed crystals ! 
| Once, nor long before 

(Thus did his tongue run on, fast as his feet, 

And with an eloquence that Nature gives 

To all her children—breaking off by starts 

Into the harsh and rude, oft as the Mule 

Drew his displeasure) once, nor long before, 

Alone at day-break on the Mettenberg, 

He slipp'd, he fell ; and, through a fearful cleft 

Gliding from ledge to ledge, from deep to deeper, 

Went to the Under-world! Long-while he lay 

Upon his rugsed bed—then waked like one 

Wishing to sleep agair and sleep for ever! 


* The Schrekhorn. + The Jung-frau. 
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For, looking ro md, he saw or thought he saw 
Innumerable branches of a Cavern, 
“Winding beneath a solid crust of ice; 
* Jith here and there a rent that show’d the stars ! 
What then, alas, was left him but to die ? 
What else in those immeasurable chambers, 
Strewn with the bones of miserable men, 
Lost like himself! Yet must he wander on, 
Till cold and hunger set his spirit free ! 
And, rising, he began his dreary round ; 
When hark, the noise as of some mighty River 
Working its way to light! Back he withdrew, 
But soon reurn’d, and, fearless from despair, 
Dash’d down the dismal Channel ; and all day, 

If day could be where utter darkness was, 
_ Travell’d incessantly, the craggy roof 
Just over-head, and the impetuous waves, 
Nor broad nor deep, yet with a giant’s strength 
Lashing him on. At last the water slept 
In a dead lake—at the third step he took, 
Unfathomable—and the roof, that long 
Had threaten’d, suddenly descending, lay 
Flat on the surface. Statue-like he stood, 
His journey ended ; when a ray divine 
Shot through his soul. Breathing a prayer to Her 
Whose ears are never shut, the Blessed Virgin, | 
He plunged, he swam—and in an instant rose, 
The barrier past, in light, in sunshine! Through 
À smilmg valley, full of cottages, 
Glttering the river ran ; and on the bank 
The young were dancing (’t was a festival-day) 
Al in their best attire. There first he saw 
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His Madelaine. In the crowd she stood to hear, 


When all drew round, inquiring ; and her face, 
Seen behind all, and, varying, as he spoke, 


With hope, and fear, and generous sympathy, 


Subdued him. - From that very hour he loved. 


The tale was long, but coming to a close 
When his dark eye flash’d fire, and, stopping short, 
He listen’d and look’ up. I look’d up too; 
And twice there came a hiss that through me thrilld ! 
"T was heard no more. A Chamoiïs on the cliff 
Had roused his fellows with that cry of fear, 
And all were gone. 

But now the thread was broken», 

Love and its joys had vanish’d from his mind ; 
And he recounted his hair-breadth escapes 
When with his friend, Hubert of Bionnay, 
(His ancient carbine from his shoulder slung, 
His axe to hew a stair-case in the ice) 
He track’d their footsteps. By a cloud surprised, 
Upon a crag among the precipices, 
Where the next step had hurl’d them fifty fathoms 
Oft had they stood, lock’d in each other’s arms, 
All the long night under a freezing sky, ; 
Each guarding each the while from sleeping, falling 
Ob, ’t was a sport he lov’d dearer than life, 


. And only would with life itself relinquish! 


My winding-sheet—for I shall have no other 


“ My sire, my grandsire died among these wilds. 
As for myself” he cried, and he held forth 
His wallet in his hand, “this do I call 


1” 
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And he spoke truth. Within a little month 

He lay.among these awful solitudes, 
Ç(T was on a glacier —half-way up 10 Heaven) 
Taking his final rest. Long did his wife 
Suckling her babe, her only one, look out 
The way he went at parting, but he came not ! 
Long fear to close her eyes, lest in her sleep 
(Such their belief) he should appear before her, 
Frozen and ghastly pale, or crush’d and bleeding, 
To tell her where he lay, and supplicate 
For the last rite! At length the dismal news 
Came to her ears, and to her eyes his corse. 


W: 
* MARGUERITE DE TOURS. 


Now the grey granite, starting through the snow, 
Discover’d many a variegated moss* 
That to the pilgrim resting on his staff 
Shadows out capes and islands ; and ere long 
Numberless flowers, such as disdain to live 
In lower regions, and delighted drmk 
The clouds before they fall, flowers of all hues, 
With their diminutive leaves cover’ d the ground. 
%T was then, that, turning by an ancient larch, 
Shiver’d in two, yet most majestical 
With its long level branches, we observed 
À human figure sitting on a stone 
Far down by the way-side— just where the rock 
Is riven asunder, and the Evil One 


* Lichen Geographicus, 
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Has bridged the gulf, a wondrous monument” ! 


 Built in one night, from which the flood beneath, 


Raging along, all foam, is seen not heard, 
And seen as motionless ! 

Nearer we drew, 
And ’t was a woman young and delicate, 
Wrapt in a russet cloak from head to foot, 
Her eyes cast down, her cheek upon her hand 
In deepest thought. Young as she was, she wore 
The matron-cap ; and from her shape we judged, 
Às well we might, that it would not be long 
Ere she became a mother. Pale she look’ d, 
Yet cheerful ; though, methought, once, if not twice 
She wiped away a tear that would be coming: 
And in those moments her small hat ot straw, 
Worn on one side, and garnish’d with a riband 
Glittering with gold, but ill conceald a face 
Not soon to be forgotten. Rising up 
On our approach, she journey’d slowly on ; 
And my companion, long before we met, 
Knew, and ran down to greet her. 

She was born 
(Such was her artless tale, told with fresh tears) 
In Val d’Aosta; and an Alpine stream, 
Leaping from crag to crag in its short course 
To join the Dora, turn’d her father’s mill. 
There did she blossom till a Valaisan, 


_ À townsman of Martigny, won her heart, 

. Much to the old man's grief. Long he held out, 
 Unvilling to resign her ; and at length, 
- When the third summer came, they stole a match 


And fled. The act was sudden ; and when far 
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Away, her spirit had misgivings. Then 
She pictured to herself that aged face 
Sickly and wan, in sorrow, not in anger; 
And, when at last she heard his hour was near, 
Went forth unseen, and, burden’d as she was, 
Cross’d the high Alps on foot to ask forgiveness, : 
- And hold Lim to her heart before he died. 
Her task was done. She had fufilld her wish, 
And now was on her way, rejoicing, weeping. 
À frame like hers had suffer’d ; but her love 
Was strong within her; and right on she went, 
Fearing no ill. May all good Angels guard her! 
And should I once again, as once [ may, 
Visit Martigny, I will not forget 
- Thy hospitable roof, Marguerite de Tours; 
- Thy sign the silver swan.* Heaven prosper Thee : 


VI 
THE ALPS. 


Wuo first beholds those everlasting clouds, 

 Séed-time and harvest, morning, noon and night, - 
Still where they were, steadfast, immovable; 
Who first beholds the Alps—that mighty chain 
Of Mountains, stretching on from east to west, 

So massive, yet so shadowy, so ethereal, 

Às to belong rather to Heaven than Earth, 

But instantly receives into his soul | 
À sense, a feeling that he loses not, 

À something that informs him * is a moment 
Wlhence he may date henceforward and for ever ? 


* La Cygne. 
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To me they seem’d the barriers of a world, 
Saying, Thus far, no farther! and as o’er 
The level plain I travel! d silently, 
Nearing them more and more, day after day, 
My wandering thoughts my only company, 
And they before me still, oft as I look’d, 
À strange delight, mingled with fear, came o’e1 me, 
À wonder as at things I had not heard of! 
Oft as I look’, I felt as though it were 
For the first time! 

Great was the tumult there, 
Deafening the din, when in barbaric pomp 
The Carthaginian on his march to Rome 
Entered their fastnesses. Trampling the SNOWS, 
The war-horse reared ; and the tower’d elephant 
Upturn'd his trunk into the murky sky, 
Then tumbled headlong, swallow’d up and lost, 
He and his rider. 
Now the scene is changed; 

And o’er Mont Senis, o’er the Simplon winds 
À path of pleasure. Like a silver zone 
Flung about carelessly, it shines afar, 
Catching the eye in many a broken link, 
In many a turn and traverse as it glides ; 
And oft above and oft below appears, 
Seen o’er the wall by him who Journeys up, 
As though it were another, not the same, 
Leading along he knows not whence or whither. 
Yet through its fairy course, go where it will, 
The torrent stops it not, the rugged rock 
Opens and lets it in; and on it runs, 
. Winning its easy way from clime to clime 
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Through glens lock’ d up before. 
Not such #7 path ! 

Mine but for those, who, like Jean Jacques, delight 
In dizziness, gazing and shuddering on, 
Till fascination comes and the brain turns! 
Mine, though I judge but from my ague-fits 
Over the Drance, just where the Abbot fell, 
The same as Hannibal. 

But now ’t is past, 
That turbulent Chaos ; and the promised land 
Lies at my feet in all its loveliness ! 
To him who starts up from a terrible dream, 
And lo! the sun is shining, and the lark 
Singing aloud for joy, to him is not 
Such sudden ravishment as now I feel 
At the first glimpses of fair Italy 


VAT: 
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I Love to sail along the Larian Lake 
Under the shore—though not to visit Pliny, 
To catch him musing in his plane-tree walk, 
Or fishing, as he might be, from his window 
And, to deal plainly, (may his Shade forgive me!) 
Could T recall the ages past, and play 
The fool with Time, I should perhaps reserve 
My leïsure for Catullus on Aïs Lake, 

Though to fare worse, or Virgil at his farm 
À little further on the way to Mantua. 

But such things cannot be. So I sit still, 
And let the boatman shift his little saïl, 
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His saïl so forked and so swallow-like, 

Well pleased with all that comes. The morning air 
Plays on my cheek how gently, flinging round 

À silvery gleam: and now the purple mists 

Rise like a curtain ; now the sun looks out, 

Filing, v’erflowing with his glorious light 

This noble ampitheatre of mountains : 

And now appear, as on à phosphor sea, 


= Numberless barks, from Milan, from Pavia ; 


Some sailing up, some down, and some at anchor, 
Lading, unlading at that small port-town 
Under the promontory—its tall tower 
And long flat roof, just such as Poussin drew, 
Caught by a sun-beam slanting through a cloud ; 
À quay-like scene, glittering and full of life, 
And doubled by reflection. 

What delight, 
After so long a sojourn in the wild, 
To hear once more the sounds of cheerful labour 
—But in a clime like this where are they not 
Along the shores ? among the hills * is now 
The heyday of the Vintage; all abroad, 
But most the young and of the gentler sex, 
Busy in gathering ; all among the vines, 
Some on the ladder, and some underneath, 
Filing their baskets of green wicker-work, 
While many a canzonet and frolic laugh 
Come through the leaves; the vines in light festoons 
From tree to tree, the trees in avenues, 
And every avenue a cover’d walk, 
Hung with black clusters. ?Tis enough to make 
The sad man merry, the benevolent one 
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Melt into tears—so general is the joy! 

While up and down the clifk, over the lake, 
Wains oxen-drawn, and pannier’d mules are seen, 
Laden with grapes, and dropping rosy wine. 


Here I received from thee, Filippo Mori, 
One of those courtesies, so sweet, so rare ! 
When, as I rambled through thy vineyard-ground 
On the hill side, thou sent’st thy little son, 
Charged with a bunch almost as high as he, 
To press it on the stranger. 
May thy vats 
O’erflow, and he, thy willing gift-bearer, 
Live to become ere-long himself a giver; 
And in due time, when thou art full of honour, 
The staff of thine old age! 
In a strange land 
Such things, however trifling, reach the heart, 
And through the heart the head, clearing away 
The narrow notions that grow up at home, 
And in their place grafting Good-Will to AI 
At least I found it so ; nor less at eve, 
Wien, bidden as an English traveller 
(T was by a little boat that gave me chase 
With oar and sail, as homeward-bound I cross’d 
The bay of Tramezzine), right readily 
I turn’d my prow and follow’ d, landing soon 
Where steps of purest marble met the Wave ; 
Where, through the trellises and corridors, 
Soit music came as from Armidas palace, 
Breathing enchantment o’er the woods, the watars : 
And through a bright pavilion, bright as day, 
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Forms such as hers were flitting, lost among 
Such as of old in sober pomp swépt by, 

Such as adorn the triumphs and the feasts 
Painted by Cagliari; where the world danced 
Under the starry sky, while I look’d on, 
Admiring, listening, quaffing gramolata, 

And reading, in the eyes that sparkled round, 
The thousand love-adventures written there. 


Can I forget—no, never, such a scene 

So full of witchery! Night linger’d still, 
When, with a dying breeze, I left Bellaggio ; 
But the strain follow’d me; and still I saw 
Thy smile, Angelica ; and still I heard 

Thy voice—once and again bidding adieu. 


VII. 
BERGAMO. 


Tae song was one that I had heard before, 
But where I knew not. It inclined to sadness ; 
And turning round from the delicious fare 
My landlord’s little daughter, Barbara, 

Had from her apron just roll out before me, 
Figs and rock melons—at the door I saw 

Two boys of lively aspect. Peasant-like 

They were, and poorly clad, but not unskill’d ; 
With their small voices and an old guitar 
Winning their mazy progress to my heart 

In that, the only universal language. 

But soon they changed the measure, entering on 
À pleasant dialogue of sweet and sour, 
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À war of words, and waged with looks and gestures, 
Between Trappanti and his ancient dame, 
Mona Lucilia. To and fro it went ; 
While many a titter on the stairs was heard, 
And Barbara’s among them. 

When ’t was done, 
Their dark eyes flash’ no longer, yet, methought, 
In many a glance as from the soul, express’ d 
More than enough to serve them. Far or near, 
Few let them pass unnoticed; and there was not 
À mother round about for many a league, 
But could repeat their story. Twins they were, 
And orphans, as I learnt, cast on the world : 
Their parents lost in the old ferry-boat 
That, three years since, last Martinmas, went down 
Crossing the rough Penacus. * 

May they live 

Blameless and happy—rich they cannot be, 
Like him who in the days of Minstrelsy, 
Came in à beggar’s weeds to Petrarch’s door, 
Crying without, “ Give me a lay to sing !” 
And soon in silk (such then the power of song) 
Return’d to thank him: or like him, wayworn 
And lost, who, by the foaming Adigè 
Descending from the Tyrol, as night fell, 
Knock’d at a city-gate near the hïll-foot, 
The gate that bore so long, sculptured in stone, 
An eagle on a ladder, and at once 
Found welcome—nightly in the banner’d hall 
Tuning his harp to tales of Chivalry 


* Logo di Garda. 


+ LR 
À se 


ITALY. | 33 


Before the great Mastino; and his guests, 


The three-and-twenty, by some adverse fortune, 
By war or treason or domestic malice, 
Reft of their kingly crowns, reft of their all, 
And living on his bounty. 

But who now 
Entering the chamber, flourishing a seroll 
In his right hand, his left at every step 
Brushing the floor with what was once a hat 
Of ceremony. Gliding on, he comes, 
Slipshod, ungarter’d ; his long suit of black 
Dingy and threadbare, though renew’d in patches 
Till it bas almost ceased to be the old one. 
At lensth arrived, and with a shrug that pleads 
#T is my necessity !” he stops and speaks, 
Screwing a smile into his dinnerless face, 


#T am a Poet, Signor:—give me leave 
To bid you welcome. Though you shrink from notice, 
The splendour of your name has gone before you, 
And Italy from sea to sea rejoices, 
As well indeed she may! But I trangress: 
I too have known the weight of praise, and ought 
To spare another.” 

Saying so, he laid 

His sonnet, an impromptu, on my table, 
And bow’d and left me; in his hollow hand 
Receiving my small tribute, a zecchino, 
Unconsciously, as doctors do their fees. 


My omelet, and a flagon of hill-wine, 
“The very best in Bergamo! had long 
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Fled from all eyes : or, like the young Gil Blas 


De Santillane, I had perhaps been seen 
Bartering my bread and salt for empty praise, 


IX. 
ITALY. 


Au Tin Italy? Is this the Mincius ? 
Are those the distant turrets of Verona ? 
And shall I sup where Juliet at the Masque 
Saw her loved Montague, and now sleeps by him ? 
Such questions hourly do I ask myself ; 
And not à finger-post by the roadside 
“To Mantua {To Ferrara ”—but excites 
Surprise and doubt, and self congratulation. 


O Italy, how beautiful thou art ! 
Yet I could weep—for thou art lying, alas! 
Low in the dust: and they who come, admire thee 
As we admire the beautiful in death. 
Thine was a dangerous gift, the gift of Beauty. 
Would thou hadst less, or wert as once thou wast, 
Ispiring awe in those who now enslave thee! 
—But why despair? Twice hast thou lived already, 
Twice shone among the nations of the world, 
As the sun shines among the lesser lights 
Of heaven ; and shalt again. The hour shall come, 
When they who think to bind the ethereal Spirit, 
Who, like the eagle cowering o’er his prey, 
Watch with quick eye, and strike and strike again 
If but a sinew vibrate, shall confess 
Their wisom folly. Even now the flame 
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Bursts forth where once it burnt so gloriousÿ 
And, dying, left a splendour like the day, 

That like the day diffused itself, and still 

Blesses the earth—the light of genius, virtue, 
Greatness in thought and act, contempt of death, 
Godlike example. Echoes that have slept 

Since Athens, Lacedæmon, were themselves, 
Since men invoked “ By Those in Marathon !” 
Avwake along the Ægean; and the dead, 

They of that sacred shore, have heard the call, : 
And through the ranks, from wing to wing, are seen 
Moving as once they were—instead of rage 
Breathing deliberate valour. 


X. 
COLL’ALTO. 


Ix this neglected mirror° (the broad frame 
Of massive silver serves to testify 
That many a noble matron of the house 
Has sate before it) once, alas, was seen 
What led to many sorrows. From that time 
The bat came hither for a sleeping-place; 
And he, who cursed another in his heart, 
Said, “Be thy dwelling through the day, the night, 
Shunn’d like Collalto.” ‘TT was in that old Castle, 
Which flanks the cliff with its grey battlements 
Flung here and there, and, like an eagle’s nest, 
Hangs in the Trevisan, that thus the Steward, 
Shaking his locks, the few that Time had left him, 
Address’ d me, as we enter’d what was call’d 


330 My Lady's Chamber” On the walls, the chars, 
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Much yet remain’d of the rich tapestry ; 
Much of the adventures of Sir Lancelot 
In the green glades of some enchanted forest, 
The toiiet table was of massive silver, 
Florentine Art, when Florence was renown’d ; 
À gay confusion of the elements, 
Dolphins and boys, and shells and fruits and flowers, 
And from the ceiling, in his gilded cage, 
Hung a small bird of curious workmanship, 
That, when his Mistress bade him, would unfold 
(So said at least the babbling Dame, Tradition) 
His emerald-wings, and sing and sing again 
The song that pleased her. While I stood and look’d, 
À gieam of day yet lingering in the West, 
The Steward went on. 
“ She had (4 is now long since) 

À gentle serving-maid, the fair Cristina, 
Fair as a lily, and as spotless too. 
None so admired, beloved. They had grown up 
As play-fellows; and some there were, who said, 
Some who knew much, discoursing of Cristina, 
‘She is not what she seems’ When unrequired, 
She would steal forth ; her custom, her delight, 
To wander through and through an ancient grove 
Self-planted half-way down, losing herself 
Like one in love with sadness; and her veil 
And vesture white, seen ever in that place, 

. Ever as surely as the hours came round, 
Among those reverend trees, gave her below 
The name of The White Lady. But the day 
Is gone, and I delay you. 

In that chair 
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The Countess, as it might be now, was sitting, 
Her gentle serving-maid, the fair Cristina, 
Combing her golden hair; and, through this door 
The Count, her lord, was hastening, call’ d away 
By letters of great urgency to Venice; 

When in the glass she saw, as she believed, 

(T was an illusion of the Evil Spirit— 

Some say he came and cross’d it at the instant) 
À smile, a glance at parting, given and answer’d, 
That turn’d her blood to gall. That very night 
The deed was done. That night, ere yet the Moon 
Was up on Monte Calvo, and the wolf 

Baying as still he does (oft do I hear him, 

An hour and more by the old turret-clock), 
They led her forth, the unhappy lost Cristina, 
Helping her down in her distress—to die. 


“No blood was spilt ; no instrument of death 
Lurk’d—or stood forth, declaring its bad purpose ; 
Nor was à hair of her unblemish’d head 
Turt in that hour. Fresh as a flower ungather’d, : 
And warm with life, her youthful pulses playing, 
She was wall d up within the Castle wall! 

The wall itself was hollow’d to receive her; 

Then closed again, and done to line and rule. 
Would you descend and see it ?—T is far down; 
And many a stair is gone. ?T is in a vault 

Under the Chapel: and there nightly now, 

As in the narrow niche, when smooth and fair, 
And as though nothing had been done or thought of 
The stone-work rose before her, till the light 
Glimmer’d and went—there, nightly, at that hour 


88 . ITALY. 


(You smile, and would it were an idle talei 
Would we could say 50!) at that hour she stands 
Shuddering—her eyes uplifted, and her hands 
Join’d as in prayer; then, like a Blessed Soul 
Bursting the tomb, springs forward, and away 
Flies o’er the woods, the mountains. Issuing forth,'t 
. The hunter meets her in His hunting track ; 
The shepherd on the heath, starting, exclaims 
(For still she bears the name she bore of old) 
‘’Tis the White Lady’ !” 


XI." 
VENICE. 


Tuere is a glorious City in the Sea. 
The sea is in the broad, the narrow streets, 
Ebbing and flowing ; and the salt sea-weed 
Clings to the marble of her palaces. 
No track of men, no footsteps to and fro, 
Lead to her gates. The path lies o’er the Sea, 
visible ; and from the land we went, 
As to a floating City—steering in, 
And gliding up her streets as in a dream, 
So smoothly, silently—by many a dome 
Mosque-like, and many a stately portico, 
The statues ranged along an azure sky ; 
By many a pile in more than Eastern splendour, 
Of old the residence of merchant-kings ; 
The fronts of some, though Time had shatter’d them, 
Still glowing with the richest hues of art, 
Às though the wealth within them had run o’er. 
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Thither I came, and in a wondrous Ark 
(That, long before we slipt our cable, rang 
Às with the voices of all living things) 
From Padua, where the stars are, night by night, 
Watch’ from the top of an old dungeon-tower. 
Whence blood ran once, the tower of Ezzelin—" 
Not as he watch’d them, when he read his fate 
And shudder’d. But of him I thought not then, 
Him or his horoscope ; far, far from me 
The forms of Guit and Re though some were 

there, 

Sitting among us round the cabin-board, 
Some bo ile him, had cried, “ Spill bibod enough !” 
And il shake ons at ie They had play’ d_ 
Their parts at Padua, and were now returning ; 
À vagrant crew, and careless of to-morrow, 
Careless and full of mirth. Who, in that quaver, 
Sings “ Caro, Caro ?”—T is the Prima Donna, 
And to her monkey, smiling in his face. 
Who, as transported, cries, “ Brava! Ancora ?? 
TT is a grave personage, an old macaw, 
Perch’d on her shoulder. But mark him who leaps 
Ashore, and with a shout urges along 
The lagging mules ;® then runs and climbs a tree 
That with its branches overhangs the stream, 
And, like an acorn, drops on deck again. 
TT is he who speaks not, stirs not, but we laugh ; 
That child of fun and frolic, Arlecchino.“ 
And mark their Poet—with what emphasis 
He prompts the young Soubrette, conning her part | 
Her tongue plays truant, and he raps his box, 
. And prompts again ; for ever looking round 


As if in search of subjects for his wit, 

His satire ; and as often whispering 

Things, though unheard, not unimaginable, 

Had I thy pencil, Crabbe (when thou hast done, — 
Late may it be—it will, like Prosperos staff, 
Be buried fifty fathoms in the earth), 

I would portray the Italian—Now I cannot. 
Subtle, discerning, eloquent, the slave 

Of Love, of Hate, for ever in extremes ; 

Gentle when unprovoked, easily won, 

But quick in quarrel—through a thousand shades 
His spirit flits, chameleon-like ; and mocks 

The eye of the observer. 

Gliding on, 

At length we leave the river for the sea. 

At length a voice aloft proclaims “ Venezia !” 
And, as call’ forth, it comes. 

À few in fear, 
Flying away from him whose boast it was, * 
That the grass grew not where his horse had trod, 
Gave birth to Venice. Like the water-fowl, 

. They built their nests among the ocean-waves ; 
And, where the sands were shifting, as the wind 
Blew from the north, the south : where they that 

came 
Had to make sure the ground they stood upon, 
Rose, like an exhalation, from the deep, 
À vast Metropolis, with glittering spires, 
With theatres, basilicas adorn’d d 
À scene of lisht and glory, a dominion, 
That has endured the longest among men. 

* Attila, 
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And whence the talisman, by which she rose, 
Towering ? ’T was found there in the barren sea. 
Want led to Enterprise ; and, far or near, 
Who met not the Venetian ?—now in Cairo; 
Ere yet the Califa came,® listening to hear 
Its bells approaching from the Red-Sea coast ; 
Now on the Euxine, on the Sea of Azoph, 
In converse with the Persian, with the Russ, 
The Tartar ; on his lowly deck receiving 
Pearls from the gulf of Ormus, gems from Bagdad, 
Eyes brighter yet, that shed the light of love, 
From Georgia, from Circassia. Wandering round, 
When in the rich bazaar he saw display’d, 
Treasures from unknown climes, away he went, 
And, travelling slowly upward, drew ere-long 
From the well-head, supplying all below ; 
Making the Imperial City of the East, 
Herself, his tributary. 
If we turn 
To the black forests of the Rhine, the Danube, 
Where o’er each narrow glen a castle hangs, 
And, like the wolf that hunger’d at his door, 
The baron lived by rapine—there we meet, 
In warlike guise, the Caravan from Venice; 
When on its march, now lost and now emerging, 
A glittering file, the trumpet heard, the scout 
Sent and recall'd—but at a city-gate 
All gaiety, and look’d for ere 1t comes ; 
Winning its way with all that can attract, 
Cages, Se every wild cry of the desert, 
J ie stage-dancers. Well might Charlemain, 
And his brave peers, rach with his visor up, 
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_ On their long lances lean and gaze awhile, 


When the Venetian to their eyes disclosed 

The Wonders of the East! Well might they then 
Sigh for new Conquests ! 3 
Thus did Venice rise, 


- Thus flourish, till the unwelcome tidings came 


That in the Tagus had arrived a fleet 

From India, from the region of the Sun, 
Fragrant with spices—that a way was found, 
À channel open’d, and the golden stream 
Turn’d to enrich another. Then she felt 


Her strength departing, and at last she fell, 


Fell in an instant, blotted out and razed ; 

She who had stood yet longer than the longest 
Of the Four Kingdoms—who, as in an Ark, 
Had floated down, amid a thousand wrecks, 
Uninjured, from the Old World to the N eW, 
From the last trace of civilized life—to where 


Light shone again, and with unclouded splendour. 


Though many an age in the mid-sea she dwelt, 
From her retreat calmly contemplating 
The changes of the Earth, herself unchanged. 
Before her pass’d, as in an awful dream, 
The mightiest of the mighty. What are these, 
Clothed in their purple? O’er the globe they fling 
Their monstrous shadows ; and, while yet we speak, 
Phantom-like, vanish with a dreadfnl scream ! 


-What—but the last that styled themselves the 


Cæsars ? 


And who in long array (look where they come ; 
Their gestures menacng so far and wide) . 
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Wear the green turban and the heron’s plume ? 
Who—but the Caliphs ? follow’d fast by shapes 

As new and strange—Emperor, and King, and Czar 
And Soldan, each, with a gigantic stride, 
Trampling on all the flourishing works of peace 

To make his greatness greater, and inscribe 

His name in blood—some, men of steel, steel-clad ; 
Others, nor long, alas, the interval, 

In light and gay attire, with brow serene 
Wielding Jove’s thunder, scattering sulphurous fire 
Mingled with darkness ; and, among the rest, 

Lo, one by one, passing continually, 

Those who assume a sway beyond them all ; 

Men grey with age, each in a triple crown, 

And in his tremulous hands grasping the keys 
That can alone, as he would signify, 

Unlock Heaven’s gate. 


XIT. 
LUIGI. 


He who is on his travels and loves ease, 
Ease and companionship, should hire a youth, 
Such as thou wert, Luigi. Thec I found, 
Playing at Mora!* on the cabin-roof 
With Pulcinella—erying, as in wrath, 
&Tre! Quattro! Cinque !”—#+ is a game to strike 
Fire from the coldest heart. What then from thine!” 
And, ere the twentieth throw, I had resolved, 
Won by thy looks. Thou wert an honest lad ; 
Wert generous, grateful, not without ambition. 
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Had it depended on thy will and pleasure, 

Thou wouldst have number’ in thÿ family 

At least six Doges and twelve Procurators.i? 

But that was not to be. In thee I saw 

The last of a long line of Carbonari, 

Who in their forest, for three hundred years, 
Had lived and labour’d, cutting, charriny wood : 
Discovering whose they were, to those astray, 

By the re-echoing stroke, the crash, the fall, 

Or the blue wreath that travell'd slowly up 

Into the sky. Thy nobler destinies 

Led thee away to justle in the crowd : 

And there I found thee—by thy own prescription 
Crossing the sea to try once more a change 

Of air and diet, landing and as gaily, 

Near the Dogana—on the Great Canal, 

As though thou knewest where to dine and. sleep. 


First did thou practise patience at Bologna, 
Serving behind a Cardinals gouty chair, 
Laughing at jests that were no laughing matter ; 
Then teach the Art to others in Ferrara 
— At the Three Moors—as Guide, as Cicerone—  : 
Dealing out largely in exchange for pence | 
Thy scraps of knowledge—through the grassy street 
Leading, explaining—pointing to the bars 
Of Tasso’s dungeon, and the Latin verse, 
Graven in the stone, that yet denotes the door 
Of Ariosto. 

Many a year is gone 

Since on the Rhine we parted ; yet, methinks, 
I can recall thee to the life, Luigi ; 
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In our long journey ever by my side, 

O’er rough and smooth, o’er appenine, maremma; 
Thy locks jet-black, and clustering round a face 
Open as day and full of manly daring. 

Thou hadst a hand, a heart for all that came, 
Herdeman or pedlar, monk or muleteer ; 

And few there were, that met thee not with smiles, 
Mishap pass’ d o’er thee like a summer cloud. 

Cares thou hadst none; and they, whostood to hear 


thee, 
Caught the infection and forgot their own. 


Nature conceived thee in her merriest mood, 

Her happiest—not a speck was in the sky; 

And at thy birth the cricket chirpd, Luigi, 

Thine a perpetual voice—at every turn 

À larum to the echo. In a clime, 

Where all the world was gay, thou wert the gayest, 
And, like a babe, hushed only by thy slumbers, 

Up hill and down, morning and noon and night, 
Singing or talking; singing to thyself 

When none gave ear, but to the listener talking. 


XIII. 
ST. MARK'S PLACE. 


Over how many tracts, vast, measureless, 
Nothing from day to day, from year to year, 
Passes, save now and then a cloud, a meteor, 

À: famish’d eagle ranging for his prey ; 

While on this spot of earth, the work of man, 
How much has been transacted !  Emperors, Popes, 
Warriors, from far and wide, laden with spoil, 
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Landing, have here perform’d their several parts, 
Then left the stage to others. Not a stone 
In the broad pavement, but to him who has 
An eye, an ear for the Inanimate World, 

_Tells of Past Ages. 

In that temple-porch 

(The brass is gone, the porphyry remains), 
Did Barbarossa fling his mantle OF, 
And, kneeling, on his neck receive the foot 
Of the proud pontiff {thus at last consoled 
For flight, disguise, and many an aguish shake 
On his stone pillow. In that temple-porch, 
OId as he was, so near his hundredth year, 
And blind—his eyes put out—did Dandolo 
Stand forth, displaying on his ducal crown 
The cross just then assumed at the high altar. 
There did he stand, erect, invincible, 
Though wan his cheeks, and wet with many tears, 
For in his prayers he had been weeping much ; 
And now the pilgrims and the people wept 
With admiration, saying in their hearts, 

“Surely those aged limbs have need of rest ! ” 
—There did he stand, with his old armour on, 
Ere, gonfalon in hand, that stream’ aloft, 
As conscious of its glorious destiny, 
So soon to float o’er mosque and minaret, 
He sail d away, five hundred gallant ships, 
Their lofty sides hung with emblazon’d shields, 
Following his track to Glory. He returned not s 
But of his trophies four arrived ere-lonp, 
Snatch’4 from destruction —the four steeds divine, 
That strike the ground, resounding with their feet, 
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And from their nostrils snort ethereal flame 
Over that very portal—in the place 

Where in an after-time Petrarch was seen 
Sitting beside the Doge, on his right hand, 
Amid the Jadies of the court of Venice, 
Their beauty shaded from the setting sun 
By many-colourd hangings ; while, beneath, 
Knights of all nations, some from merry England,” 
Their lances in the rest, charged for the prize. 


Here, among other pageants, and how oft 
It came, as if returning to console 
The least, instruct the greatest, did the Doge, 
Himself, go round, borne through the gazing crowd, 
Once in a chair of state, once on his bier. 
They were his first appearance and his last. 


The sea, that emblem of uncertainty, 
Changed not so fast for many and many an age, 
As this small spot. To-day t was full of maskers ; 
And lo, the madness of the Carnival,” 
The monk, the nun, the holy legate mask’d ! 
To-morrow came the scaffold and the headsman ; 
And he died there by torch-light, bound and gago’d, 
Whose name and crime they knew not. Underneath 
Where the Archangel turning with the wind, 
Blesses the City from the topmost-tower, 
His arms extended—there continually 
Two phantom-shapes were sitting, side by side, 
Or up, and, as in sport, chasing each other; 
Horror and Mirth. Both vanish'd in one hour! 
But Ocean only, when again he claims 
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His ancient rule, shall wash away their footsteps. 
Enter the Palace by the marble stairs * 
Down which the orizzly head of old Faliero 
Rolld from the block. Pass onward through the 
Chamber, 
Where, among all drawn in their ducal robes, 
But one is wanting—where, thrown off in heat, 
À short inscription on the Doge’s chair 
Led to another on the wall yet shorter ; 
And thou wilt track them—wilt from halls of state 
Where kings have feasted, and the festal song 
. Rung through the fretted roof, cedar and gold, 
Step into darkness; and be told, “’T was here, 
Trusting, deceived, assembled but to die, 
To take a long embrace and part again, 
Carrara and his valiant sons were strangled ; 
He first—then they, whose only crime had been 
Struggling to save their Father.—Through that door 
So soon to cry, smiting his brow, “[m lost !” 
Was shown, and with all courtesy, all honour, 
The great and noble captain, Carmagnola.— 
That deep descent (thou canst not yet discern 
Aught as it is) leads to the dripping vaults 
Under the flood, where light and warmth came 
never | 
Leads to a cover’d Bridge, the Bridge of Sighs: 
And to that fatal closet at the foot, 
- Lurking for prey, which, when a victim enter’ d, 
_ Grew less and less, contracting to à span: 
An iron door, urged onward by a screw, 
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Foreing out life.—But let us to the roof, 

And, when thou hast survey’d the sea, the land, 
Visit the narrow cells that cluster there, 

Às in a place of tombs. They had their tenants, 
And each supplied with sufferings of his own. 
There burning suns beat unrelentingly, 

Turning all things to dust, and scorching up 

The brain, till Reason fled, and the wild yell 

And wilder laugh burst out on every side, 
Answering each other as in mockery ! 

——Few Houses of the size were better filld ; 
Though many came and left it in an hour. 

“Most nights,” so said the good old Nicolo, 

(For three-and-thirty years bis uncle kept 

The water-gate below, but seldom spoke, 

Though much was on his mind), “ most nights arrived 
The prison-boat, that boat with many oars, 
And bore away as to the Lower World, 
Disburdening in the Canal Orfano,” 

That drowning-place, where never net was thrown, 
Summer or Winter, death the penalty ; 

And where a secret, once deposited, 

Lay till the waters should give up their dead.” 


Yet what so gay as Venice? Every gale 
Breathed heavenly music! and who flock'd not 
thither 
To celebrate her Nuptials with the Sea? 
To wear the mask, and mingle in the crowd 
With Greek, Armenian, Persian—night and day 
(There, and there only, did the hour stand still) 
Pursuing through her thousand labyrinths 
4 
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The Enchantress Pleasure; realizing dreams 
The earliest, happiest—for a tale to catch 
Credulous ears, and hold young hearts in chains 
Had only to begin, “There lived in Venice. ”— 


“ Who were the Six we supp’d with yesternight ?” 
“ Kings, one and all! Thou couldst not but remark 
The style and manner of the Six that served them” 


‘Who answered me just now ? Who, when I 
said, 
TT is nine) turn’d round and said 0 solemnly, 
 Signor, he died at nine !”—{?T was the Armenian : 
The mask that follows thee, go where thou wilt.” 


“But who stands there, alone among them all ? 

“The Cypriot. Ministers from foreign courts 

Beset his doors, long ere his hour of rising ; 

His the Great Secret! Not the golden house 

Of Nero, or those fabled in the East, 

As wrought by magic, half so rich as his! 

Two dogs, coal-black, in collars of pure gold, 

Walk in his footsteps— Who but his familiars ? «à 
He casts no shadow, nor is seen to smile ! ” | 


Such their discourse. Assembling in St. Marks, 
AI Nations met as on enchanted ground ! 


What though a strange, mysterious Power, was 
there, 
Moving throughout, subtle, invisible, 
And universal as the air they breath’d ; 
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À Power that never slumber’d, never pardon’d, 

… AT eve, all ear, nowhere and everywhere,” 
Entering the closet and the sanctuary, 
No place of refuge for the Doge himself; 
Most present when least thought of—nothing dropt 
In secret, when the heart was on the Lips, 
Nothing in feverish sleep, but instantly 
Observed and judged—a Power, thatif but glanced at 
In casual converse, be it where it might, 
The speaker lower’d at once his eyes, his voice, 
And pointed upward, as to God in Heaven— 
What though that Power was there, he who lived 

thus, 

Pursuing Pleasure, lived as if it were not, 
But let him in the midnight-air indulge 
À word, a thought against the laws of Venice, : 

. And in that hour he vanish’d from the earth! 


NE 
THE GONDOLA. 


Boy, call the Gondola; the sun is set. 
It came, and we embark’d; but instantly, 
Though she had stept on board so light of foot, 
So light of heart, laughing she knew not why, 
Sleep overcame her ; on my arm she slept. 
From time to time I wak’d her; but the boat 
Rock’d her to sleep again. 

The moon was up, 

. But broken by a cloud. The wind was hush’d, 
And the sea mirror-like. A single zephyr 
 Play'd with her tresses, and drew more and more 
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. Her veil across her bosom. 
Long T lay 
Contemplating that face so beautiful, 
That rosy mouth, that cheek dimpled with smiles, 
That neck but half-concealed, whiter than snow. 
T was the sweet slumber of her early age. 
I look d and look’d, and felt a flush of joy 
I would express, but cannot. 
Oft I wish’d 
Gently—by stealth—to drop asleep myself, 
And to incline yet lower that sleep might come ; 
Oft closed my eyes as in forgetfulness. 
T was all in vain. Love would not let me rest. 


But how delightful when at length she wak’d! 
When, her light hair adjustine, and her veil 
So rudely scatter’d, she resumed her place 
Beside me; and, as gaily as before, 
Sitting unconsciously nearer and nearer, 
Pour’d out her innocent mind ! 

So, nor long since, 

Sung a Venetian: and his lay of love, 
Dangerous and sweet, charm’d Venice. As for me 
(Less fortunate, if Love be Happiness) 
No curtain drawn, no pulse beating alarm, 
Iwent alone under the silent moon; 
Thy place, St. Mark, thy churches, palaces, 
Glittering, and frost-like, and as day drew on, 
Melting away, an emblem of themselves. 


Those porches pass through which the water- 
breeze 
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Plays, though no longer on the noble forms 
That moved there, sable-vested—and the Quay, 
Silent, grass-orown—adventurer-like Ï launch’d 
Into the deep, ere-long discovering 
Isles such as cluster in the Southern seas, 
AI verdure. Everywhere, from bush and brake 
The musky odour of the serpents came ; 
Their slimy track across the woodman’s path 
Bright in the moonshine : and, as round I went, 
Dreammg of Greece, whither the waves were gliding, 
I listen’d to the venerable pines 
Then in close converse; and, if right I guess’ d, 
Delivering many à message to the Winds 
In secret, for their kindred on Mount Ida. 


Nor when again in Venice, when again 
In that strange place, so stirring and so still, 
Where nothing comes to drown the human voice 
But music, or the dashing of the tide, 
Ceased I to wander. Now a Jessica 
Sung to her lute, her signal as she sate 
At her half-open window. Then, methought, 
À serenade broke silence, breathing hope 
Through walls of stone, and torturing the proud heart 
Of some Priuli. Once, we could not err, 
(It was before an old Palladian house, 
Às between night and day we floated by), 
À Gondolier lay singing ; and he sung 
As in the time when Venice was herself?’ 
Of Tancred and Erminia. On our oars 
_ We rested ; and the verse was verse divine! 
We could not err—Perhaps he was the last— 
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. For none took up the strain, none answer’d him ; 
And when he ceased, he left upon my ear 
À something like the dying voice of Venice. 


The moon went down ; and nothing now was seen … 


Save here and there the lamp of a Madonna, 
Glimmering—or heard, but when he spoke, who stood 
Over the lantern at the prow, and cried, 

Turning the corner of some reverend pile, 

Some school or hospital of old renown, 
Though haply none were coming, none were near, 
“ Haästen or slacken.” * 

But at length Night fled ; 

And with her fled, scattering, the sons of Pleasure. 
Star after star shot by, or, meteor-like, 

_ Cross’ d me and vanish’4—lost at once among 
 Those hundred Isles that tower majestically, 

That rise abruptly from the water-mark, 

Not with rough crag, but marble, and the work 

Of noblest architects. I linger’d still, 

Nor struck my threshold, till the hour was come 
And past, when, flitting home in the grey light, 
The young Bianca found her father’ door, 

That door so often with a trembling hand, 

So often—then so lately left ajar, 

Shut ; and, all terror, all perplexity 

Now by her lover urged, now by her love, 

Fled o'er the waters to return no more, 
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XV. 
THE BRIDES OF VENICE. 


Ir was St. Mary’s Eve, and all pour’d forth 
As to some grand solemnity. The fisher 
Came from his islet, bringing o’er the waves 
His wife and little one; the husbandman 
From the Firm Land, along the Po, the Brenta, 
Crowding the common ferry. All arrived; 
And in his straw the prisoner turn’d and listen’d, 
So great the stir in Venice. Old and young 
Throng'd her three hundred bridges ; the grave Turk. 
Turban’d, long-vested, and the cozening Jew, 
In yellow hat and threadbare gaberdine, 
Hurrying along. For, as the custom was, 
The noblest sons and daughters of the State, 
They of Patrician birth, the flower of Venice, 
Whose names are written in the Book of Gold, 
Were on that day to solemnize their nuptials. 


At noon, a distant murmur through the crowd, 
Rising and rolling on, announced their coming : 
And never from the first was to be seen 
Such splendour or such beauty. Two and two 
(The richest tapestry unroll’d before them), 

First came the Brides in all their loveliness ; 
Each in her veil, and by two bride-maids follow’d, 
Only less lovely, who behind her bore 

The precious caskets that within contain’d 

The dowry and the presents. On she moved, 

_ Her eyes cast down, and holding in her hand 
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_ À fan, that gently waved, of ostrich-feathers. 
Her veil, transparent as the gossamer, 
Fell from beneath a starry diadem ; 
And on her dazling neck a jewel shone, 

: Ruby or diamond or dark amethyst ; 
À jewell’d chain, in many a winding wreath, 
Wreathing her gold brocade. 

Before the Church 

That venerable Pile on the sea-brink, 
Another train they met, no strangers to them, 
Brothers to some, and to the rest still dearer ; 
Each in his hand bearing his cap and plume, 
And, as he walk’, with modest dignity 
Folding his scarlet mantle, his tabarro. 


? 


They join, they enter in, and, up the aisle 

Led by the fullvoiced choir in bright procession, 
Range round the altar. In his vestments there 
The Patriarch stands ; and, while the anthem flows, 
‘Who can look on unmoved ?—mothers in secret 
Rejoicing in the beauty of their daughters, 
Sons in the thought of making them their own : 
And they—array'd in youth and innocence, 

_ Their beauty heighten’d by their hopes and féars. 


At length the rite 1s ending: All fall down 
In earnest prayer, all of all ranks together ; 
And, stretching out his hands, the holy man 
Proceeds to give the general benediction ; 
When hark, a din of voices from without 
And shrieks and groans and outcries as in battle, 
And lo, the door is burst, the curtain rent, 
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And armed ruffians, robbers from the deep, 
Savage, uncouth, led on by Barbarigo, 

And his six brothers in their coats of steel, 
Are standing on the threshold!  Statue-like, 
Awhile they gaze on the fallen multitude, 
Each with. his sabre up, in act to strike ; 
Then, as at once recovering from the spell, 
Rush forward to the altar, and as soon 

Are gone again—amid no clash of arms 
Bearing away the maïidens and the treasures. 


Where are they now ?—plowing the distant waves 
Their sails all set, and they upon the deck 
Standing triumphant. To the east they go, 
Steering for Istria; their accursed barks 
(Well are they known, the galliot and the galley), 
Freighted with all that gives to life its value ! | 
The richest argosies were poor to them! 


Now might you see the matrons running wild 
Along the beach ; the men half-arm’d and arming, 
One with a shield, one with a casque and spear ; 
One with an axe hewing the mooring-chaim 
Of some old pinnace. Not a raft, a plank, 

But on that day was drifting. In an hour 
Half Venice was afloat. But long before, 
Frantic with grief and scorning all control, 
The youths were gone in a light brigantine, 
Lying at anchor near the Arsenal ; 
Each having sworn, and by the holy rood, 
To slay or to be slain. 

And from the tower 
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The watchman gives the signal. In the East 
À ship is seen, and making for the Port ; 
Her flag St. Mark’s.—And now she turns the pont, 
Over the waters like a sea-bird flying ! 
Ha, ”t is the same, * is theïrs ! from stern to prow 
Hung with green boughs she comes, she comes, 
restoring 
AIl that was lost. 
Coasting, with narrow search, 
Friali—like à tiger in his spring, 
They had surprised the Corsairs where they lay 
Sharing the spoil in blind security 
And casting lots—had slain them, one and all, 
AI to the last, and flung them far and wide 
Into the sea, their proper element : 
Him first, as first in rank, whose name so long 
Had hush'd the babes of Venice, and who yet, 
- Breathing a little, in his look retain’d 
The fierceness of his soul. . 
Thus were the Brides 
Lost and recover’d ; and what now remain’d 
But to give thanks? Twelve breast plates and 
twelve crowns, 
Flammg with gems and gold, the votive offerings 
Of the young victors to their Patron-Saint, 
Vow’d on the field of battle, were ere-long 
Laid at his feet; and to preserve for ever 
The memory of a day so full of change, 
From joy to grief, from grief to joy again, 
Through many an age, as oft as it came round, 
TT was held religiously with all observance. 
The Doge resign’d his crimson for pure ermine: 
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And through the city in a stately barge 

Of gold, were borne, with songs and symphonies, 
Twelve ladies young and noble. Clad they were 
In bridal white with bridal ornaments, 

Each in her glittering veil; and on the deck, 

As on à burnish’d throne, they glided by; 

No window or balcony but adorn’d 

With hangings of rich texture, not a roof 

But cover’d with beholders, and the air 

Vocal with joy. Onward they went, their oars - 
Moving in concert with the harmony, 

Through the Rialto to the Ducal Palace, 

And at a banquet there, served with due honour 
Sate representing, in the eyes of all, 

Eyes not unwet, Î ween, with grateful tears, 
Their lovely ancestors, the Brides of Venice. 


XVI. 
FOSCARI. 


Lær us lift up the curtain, and observe, 
What passes in that chamber. Now a sigh, 
And now a groan, is heard. Then all ïs still. 
Twenty are sitting as in judgment there; 
Men who have served their country, and grown grey 
In governments and distant embassies, 
Men eminent alike in war and peace; 
Such as in effigy shall long adorn 
The walls of Venice—to show what she has been! 
Their garb is black, and black the arras ïs, 
And sad the general aspect. Yet their looks 
Âre calm, are cheerful; nothing there like grief, 
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Nothing or harsh or cruel. Still that noise, 
That low and dismal moaning. 
Half withdrawn, 
A little to the left, sits one in crimson, 
À venerable man, fourscore and 'upward. 
__ Cold drops of sweat stand on his furrow’d brow. 
- His hands are clench'd ; his eyes half-shut and glazed ; 
His shrunk and wither’d limbs rigid as marble. 
*T is Foscari, the Doge. And there is one, 
À young man, lying at his feet, streteh’d out 
In torture. ?T'is his son, his only one; 
*T is Giacomo, the blessing of his age, 
(Say, has he lived for this?) accused of murder, 
The murder of the Senator Donato. 
Last night the proofs, if proofs they are, were drop: 
Into the lion’s mouth, the mouth of brass, 
That gapes and gorges; and the Doge himself 
Must sit and look on a beloved Son 
Suffering the Question. 
Twice, to die in peace 
To save à falling house, and turn the hearts 
Of his fell Adversaries, those who now, 
Like hell-hounds in full cry, are running down 
Es last of four, twice did he ask their leave 
To lay aside the Crown, and they refused him, 
= An oath exacting, never more to ask it; 
And there he sits, à spectacle of woe, 
By them, his rivals in the State, compelld, 
= Such the refinement of their cruelty, 
To keep the place he sigh’d for. 
Once again 
: The screw is turn’d ; and, as it turns, the Son 
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Looks up, and, in a faint and broken accent, 
Murmurs “My Father!” The old man shrinks back 
And in his mantle muffles up his face. 
“ Art thou not guilty ?” says a voice, that once 
Would greet the Sufferer long before they met, 
And on his ear strike like a pleasant music— 
“# Art thou not guilty ?”—“* No! Indeed I am not!” 
But all is unavailing. Tu that Court 
Groans are confessions ; Patience, Fortitude, 
The work of Magic; and, released, upheld, 
For Condemnation, from his Father’s Lips 
He hears the sentence, “ Banishment to Candia: 
Death, if he leaves it.” 

And the bark sets sail ; 
And he is gone from all he loves —for ever! 
His wife, his boys, and his disconsolate parents! 
Gone in the dead of night—unseen of any— 
Without a word, a look of tenderness, 
To be call’ d up, when, in his lonely hours 
He would indulge in weeping. 

Like a ghost, 

Day after day, year after year, he haunts 
An ancient rampart, that o’erhangs the sea; 
Gazing on vacancy, and hourly starting 
To answer to the watch Alas, how changed 
From him, the mirror of the Youth of Venice, 
In whom the slightest thing, or whim or chance, 
Did he but wear his doublet so and so, 
All follow d; at whose nuptials, when at length 
He won that maid at once the fairest, noblestT 
À daughter of the House of Contarini, 
That House as old as Venice, now among 
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Its ancestors in monumental brass 

Numbering eight Doges—to convey her home, 
The Bucentaur went forth:; and thrice the Sun 
Shone on the Chivalry, that, front to front, 
And blaze on blaze reflecting, met and ranged 
To tournay in St. Marks. 

But lo, at last, 
Messengers come.  fle is recall d: his heart 
Leaps at the tidings. He embarks ; the boat 
Springs to the oar, and back again he goes— 
Into that very Chamber! there to lie 

In his old resting-place, the bed of torture ; 
And thence look up (five long, long years of Grief 
Have not killed either) on his wretched Sire, 
Still in that seat—as though he had not left it, 
Immovable, enveloped in his mantle. 


But now he comes, convicted of a crime 
Great by the laws of Venice. N ight and day, 
Brooding on what he had been, what he was, 

"TT was more than he could bear. His longing fits 
Thicken’d upon him. His desire for home 
Became à madness : and, resolved to go, 

* If but to die, in his despair he writes 
À letter to Francesco, Duke of Milan, 

Soliciting his influence with the State, 

And drops it to be found.“ Would ye know all ? 
have transgress’d, offended wilfully ; ? 

And am prepared to suffer as I ought. 

But let me, let me, if but for an instant 

(Ye must consent—for all of you are sons, 

Most of you husbands, fathers), let me first 
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Indulge the natural feelings of a man, 
And, ere I die, if such my sentence be, 
Press to my heart (tis all I ask of you) 
My wife, my children—and my aged mother— 
Say, is she yet alive ? ” 
He is condemn’d 
To go ere set of sun, go whence he came, 
À banish’d man—and for à year to breathe 
The vapour of a dungeon.—But his prayer 
(What could they less?) is granted. 
In à hall 
Open and crowded by the common rabble, 
TT was there a trembling Wife and her rs Sons 
Yet young, a Mother, borne along, bedridden, 
And an old Doge, mustering up all his strength, 
That strength how small! assembled now to meet 
One so long lost, long mourn’d, one who for them 
Had braved so much—death, and yet worse than 
death— 
To meet him, and to part with him for ever! 


Time and their heavy wrongs had changed ee 
all ; 
Him most ! Yet when the Wife, the Mother Look 
Again, + was he himself, t was Giacomo, 
Their only hope, and trust, and LA 
And all clung round him, weeping bitterly; 
Weeping the more, because they wept in vain. 


Unnerved, unsettled in his mind from long 
And exquisite pain, he sobs aloud and cries 


Kissing the old man's cheek, “ Heip me, my Father! 
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Let me, I pray thee, live once more among you: 
Let me go home.”—"* My Son,” returns the Doge, 
Mastering awhile his grief, “if I may still 
Call thee my Son, if thou art innocent, 
Às TI would fain believe,” but, as he speaks, 
He falls, “submit without à murmur.” 
Night, 
That to the World brought revelry, to them 
Brought only food for sorrow. Giacomo 
 Embark’d—to die; sent to an early grave 
For thee, Érizzo, whose death-bed confession, 
“ He is most innocent! ’Twas I who did it!” 
Came when he slept in peace. The ship, that saïl 
Swift as the winds with his recall to Honour, 
Bore back a lifeless corse. Generous as brave, 
Affection, kindness, the sweet offices 
Of love and duty, were to him as needful 
As was his daily bread ;—and to become 
À byword in the meanest mouths of Venice, 
Bringing à stain on those who gave him life, 
On those, alas, now worse than fatherless — 
. To be proclaim'd à ruffian, a night-stabber, 
He on whom none before had breathed reproach— 
He lived but to disprove it. That hope lost, 
Death followed. From the hour he went, he spoke 
not ; 
And in his dungeon, when he laid him down, 
Ile sunk to rise no more. Oh, if there be 
Justice in Heaven, and we are assured there is, 
À day must come of ample Retribution ! 


Then was thy cup, old Man, full to o'erflowing. 
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But thou wert yet alive; and there was one, 
The soul and spring of all that Enmity, 
Who would not leave thee; fastening on thy flank, 
Hungering and thirsting, still unsatisfied ; 
One of a name illustrious as thine own ! 
One of the Ten! one of the Invisible Three! _ 
YT was Loredano. 

When the whelps were gone, 
He would dislodge the Lion from his den ; 
And, leading on the pack he long had led, 
The miserable pack that ever howld 
Against fallen Greatness, moved that Foscari 
Be Doge no longer; urging his great age, 
His incapacity and nothingness ; 
Calling a Father’s sorrows in his chamber 
Neglect of duty, anger, contumacy. 
&T am most willing to retire,” said Foscari : 
« But I have sworn, and cannot of myself, 
Do with me as ye please.” 

He was deposed, 

He, who had reign’d s0 long and gloriously ; 
His ducal bonnet taken from his brow, 
His robes stript off, his ring, that ancient symbol, 
Broken before him. But now nothing moved 
The meekness of his soul. Al things alike ! 
Among the six that came with the decree, 
Foscari saw one he knew not, and inquired 
His name, “I am the son of Marco Memmo.” 


“ Ah” he replied, * thy father was my friend.” 


And now he goes. “Itis the hour and past. 
JL have no business here ”?—" But wit thou not 
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Avoid the gazing crowd? That way is private 
“No! as I enter’d, so will I retire.” 
And, leaning on his staff, he left the Palace, 
His residence for four-and-thirty years, 
By the same staircase he came up in splendour, 
The stairease of the Giants. Turning round, 
When in the court below, he stopt and said, 
“My merits brought me hither. I depart, 
Driven by the malice of my Enemies.” 
Then through the crowd withdrew, poor as he came 
And in his gondola went off, unfollow’d 
But by the sighs of them that dared not speak. | 
This journey was his last. When the bell rang 

Next day, announcing a new Doge to Venice, 
I$ found him on his knees before the altar, 
Clasping his aged hands in earnest prayer : 
And there he died. Ere half its task was done, 
It rang his knell. 

But whence the deadly hate, 
That caused all this—the hate of Loredano ? 
It was a legacy his Father left him, 
Who, but for Foscari, had reign’d in Venice, 
And, like the venom in the serpent’s bag, 
Gather’d and grew! Nothing but turn’d to venom! 
In vain did Foscari sue for peace, for friendship, 
Offering in marriage his fair Isabel. 
He changed not; with a dreadful piety, 
Studying revenge! listening alone to those 
Who talk of vengeance ; grasping by the hand 
Those in their zeal (and none, alas, were wanting) 
Who came to tell him of another Wrong, 
Done or imagined. When his father died, 
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T was whisper’d in his ear, “He died by poison !” 


He wrote it on the tomb (+ is there in marble) 
And in his ledger-book—among his debtors— 
Enter’d the name “ Francesco Foscarr” 
And added, “ For the murder of my Father.” 
Leaving a blank—to be fill’d up hereafter. 
When Foscarïs noble heart at length gave way, 
He took the volume from the shelf again 
Calmly, and with his pen fill’d up the blank, 
Inscribing, “ He has paid me.” 

Ye who sit, 
Brooding from day to day, from day to day 
Chewing the bitter cud, and starting up 
As though the hour was come to whet your fangs, 
And, like the Pisan,* gnaw the hairy scalp , 
Of him who had offended—if ye must, 
Sit and brood on ; but oh! forbear to teach 
The lesson to your children. 


XVIL 
ARQUA. 


Tee is, within three leagues and less of Padua 
(The Paduan student knows it, honours it), 
À lonely tomb-stone in a mountain-churchyard, 
And ÏJ arrived there as the sun declined 
Low in the west. The gentle airs, that breathe 


Fragrance at eve, were rising, and the birds 


Singing their farewell song—the very song 
They sung the night that tomb received a tenant ; 


* Count Ugolino, 
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When, as alive, clothed in his Canon’s habit, 
And slowly winding down the narrow path, 
He came to rest there. Nobles of the land, 
Princes and prelates mingled in his train, 
Anxious by any act, while yet they could, 
To catch a ray of glory by reflection ; 
And from that hour have kindred spirits flock’d 
From distant countries, from the north, the south, 
To see where he is laïd. 
Twelve years ag0, 

When I descended the impetuous Rhone, 
Its vineyards of such great and old renown, 
Its castles each with some romantic tale, 
Vanishing fast—the pilot at the stern, 

_ He who had steer’d so long, standing aloft, 
His eyes on the white breakers, and his hands 
On what at once served him for oar and rudder, 
À huge misshapen plank—the bark itself 
Frail and uncouth, launch’d to return no more, 
Such as a shipwreck’d man might hope to build, 
Urged by the love of home—when I descended 
Two long, long days’ silence, suspense on board, 
Ï& was to offer at thy fount, Valelusa, 
Entering the arched Cave, to wander where 
Petrarch had wander’d, in a trance to sit 
Where in his peasant-dress he loved to sit, 
Musing, reciting—on some rock moss-grown, 
Or the fantastic root of some old fig tree, 
That drinks the living waters as they stream 
Over their emerald-bed; and eould E now 
Neglect to visit Arqua,” where, at last, 
When he had done and settled with the world, 
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When all the illusions of his Youth were fled, 
Indulged perhaps too long, cherish’d too fondly, 
He came for the conclusion ? Half-way up 

He built his house,” whence as by stealth he caughi 
Among the hills, a glimpse of busy life, 

That soothed, not stirr’d.—But knock, and enter in. 
This was his chamber. ?T is as when he left it; 
As if he now were busy in his garden. 

And this his closet. Here he sate and read. 
This was his chair; and in it, unobserved, 
Reading, or thinking of his absent friends, 

He pass’ d away as in a quiet slumber. 


Peace to this region! Peace to all who dwell 
here: 
They know his value—every coming step, 
That gathers round the children from their play, 
Would tell them if they knew not.—But could spa 
Ungentle or ungenerous, spring up 
Where he is sleeping; where, and in an age 
Of savage warfare and blind Débt 
He cultured all that could refine, exalt ; 
Leading to better things ? 


XVIIL. 
GINEVRA. 


Ir ever you should come to Modena, 
Where among other trophies may be seen 


* «Tassonis bucket (in its chain it hangs, 


Within that reverend tower, the Guirlandina), 
Stop at a Palace near the Reggio-gate, 
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Dwelt in of old by one of the Orsini, 

Its noble gardens, terrace above terrace, 
And rich in fountains, statues, cypresses, 
Will long detain you—but, before you go, 
Enter the house—forget it not, [ pray— 
And look awhile upon a picture there. 


TT is a Lady in her earliest youth, 
The last of that illustrious family ; 
Done by Zampieri—but by whom I care not. 
He, who observes it—ere he passes on, 
Gazes his fill, and comes and comes again, 
That he may call it up, when far away. 


She sits, inclining forward as to speak, 
- Her lips half-open, and her finger up, 
As though she said “ Beware |” her vest of gold 
Broider’d with flowers, and clasp’'d from head to foot, 
An emerald-stone in every golden clasp ; 
And on her brow, fairer than alabaster, 
À coronet of pearls. 
But then her face, 

So lovely, yet so arch, so full of mirth, 
The overflowings of an innocent heart— 
It haunts me still, though many a year has fled, 
Like some wild melody! 

Alone it hangs 

Over a mouldering heir-loom, its companion, 
An oaken chest, half-eaten by the worm, 

But richly carved by Antony of Trent 
With scripture-stories from the Life of Christ : 
À chest that came from Venice, and had held 
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The ducal robes of some old Ancestor— 


That by the way—it may be true or false— 
But don’t forget the picture ; and you will not, 
When you have heard the tale they told me there. 


She was an only child—her name Ginevra, 
The joy, the pride of an indulgent Father : 
And in her fifteenth year became a bride, 
Marrying an only son, Francesco Doria, 
Her playmate from her birth, and her first love. 


Just as she looks there in her bridal dress, 
She was all gentleness, all gaiety, 
Her pranks the favourite theme of every tongue. 
But now the day was come, the day, the hour ; 
Now, frowning, smiling, for the hundredth time, 
The nurse, that ancient lady, preach’d decorum ; 
And, in the lustre of her youth, she gave 
Her hand, with her heart in it, to Francesco. 


Great was the joy ; but at the Nuptial Feast, 
When all sate down, the Bride herself was wanting, 
Nor was she to be found! Her Father cried, 

“?T is but to make a trial of our love ! ” 


* And flld his glass to all ; but his hand shook, 


And soon from guest to guest the panic spread. 
T was but that instant she had left Francesco, 
Laughing and looking back, and flying still, 
Her ivory-tooth imprinted on his finger. 

But now, alas, she was not to be found; 

Nor from that hour could anything be guess’ d, 
But that she was not! 
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Weary of his Life, 
Francesco flew to Venice, and, embarking, 
Flung it away in battle with the Turk. 
Orsini lived—and long might you have seen 
An old man wandering as in quest of something, 
Something he could not find—he knew not what. 
When he was gone, the house remained awhile 
Silent and tenantless—then went to strangers. 


Full fifty years were past, and all forgotten, 
When on an idle day, a day of search 

"Mid the old lumber in the Gallery ; 

That mouldering chest was noticed ; and + was said 
By one as young, as thoughtless as Ginevra, 

# Why not remove it from its lurking-place ? ” 
T was done as soon as said ; but on the way 

It burst, it fell; and lo, a skeleton, 

With here and there a pearl, an emerald-stone, 
À golden clasp, clasping a shred of gold. 

All else had perish’d—save à wedding-ring, 
And a small seal, her mother’s lesacy, 
Engraven with a name, the name of both, 

: “Ginevra.” 

| There then had she found a grave! 
Within that chest had she conceal'd herself, 
Fluttering with joy, the happiest of the happy ; 
When a spring-lock, that lay in ambush there, 
Fasten’d her down for ever! 
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XIX. 
BOLOGNA. 


TT was night; the noise and bustle of the day 
Were o’er. The mountebank no longer wrought 
Miraculous cures—he and his stage were gone ; 
And he who, when the crisis of his tale 
Came, and all stood breathless with hope and fear, 
Sent round his cap ; and he who thrumm’d his wire 
And sang, with pleading look and plaintive strain 
Melting the passenger. Thy thousand cries,* 

So well portray’d and by a son of thine, 

Whose voice had swell’d the hubbub in his youth, 
Were hush’d, Bologna ; silence in the streets, 

The squares, when hark, the clattering of fleet hoofs ! 
And soon à courier, posting as from far, 

Housing and holster, boot and belted coat 

And doublet, stain’d with many a various soil, 
Stopt and alighted. ?T was where hangs aloft 
That ancient sign, the pilgrim, welcoming 

AT who arrive there, all perhaps save those 

Clad like himself, with staff and scallop-shell, 
Those on à pilgrimage: and now approach’ 
Wheels, through the lofty porticoes resounding, 
Arch beyond arch, a shelter or a shade 

As the sky changes. To the gate they came; 
And, ere the man had half his story done, 

Mine host received the Master—one long used 


* See the Cries of Bologna, as drawn by Annibal Carracci. He was 
of very humble origin; and, to correct his brother’s vanity, once sent him 
a portrait of their father, the tailor, threading his needle. 
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To sojourn among strangers, everywhere 
(Go where he would, along the wildest track) 
Flinging a charm that shall not soon be lost, 
And leaving footsteps to be traced by those 
Who love the haunts of Genius; one who saw, 
Observed, nor shunn’d the busy scenes of life, 
But mingled not, and, ’mid the din, the stir, 
Lived as a separate Spirit. 
Much had pass’d 
Since last we parted ; and those five short years— 
Much had they told! His clustering locks were 
turn’d 
Grey; Nor did aught recall the Vouth that swam 
_ From Sestos to Abydos. Yet his voice, 
Still it was sweet; still from his eye the thought 
Flash d lightning-like, nor linger’d on the way, 
Waiting for words. Far, far into the night 
We sate, conversing—no unwelcome hour, 
The hour we met; and, when Aurora rose, 
Rising, we see the rugced Apennine - 
Well I remember how the soldes sun 
Fil 4 with its beams the unfathomable gulfs, 
- As on we travelld, and along the ridge, 
"Mid groves ot cork and cistus and wild fig, 
His motley household came—Not last nor least, 
Battista, who upon the moonlight-sea 
Of Von. had so ably, zealously 
Served, a at parting, flung his oar away 
To be (A ough the world; who without stain 
Had woru so long that DER badge, * 
. The gondolier’s, in a Patrician House 


* The principal gndolier, il fante di poppa, was almost always in the à 
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Arguing unlimited trust.—Not last nor least, 
Thou, though declining in thy beauty and strength, 
Faithful Moretto, to the latest hour 
Guarding his chamber-door, and now along 
The silent, sullen strand of Missolonghi 
Howling in grief. 
He had just left that place 
Of old renown, once in the Adrian sea,* 
 Ravenna; where, from Dante’s sacred tomb 
He had so oft, as many à verse declares,t 
Drawn inspiration ; where, at twilight time, 
Through the pine-forest, wandering with loose rein, 
Wandering and lost, he had so oft beheld f 
(What is not visible to a Poets eye ?) 
The spectre-knight, the hell-hounds, and their prey, 
The chase, the slaughter, and the festal mirth 
Suddenly blasted. ?T was a theme he loved, 
But others claim’d their turn ; and many a tower, 
Shatter’d, uprooted from its native rock, 
Its strenoth the pride of some heroic age, 
. Appeard and vanish’d (many a sturdy steer & 
Yoked and unyoked), while as in happier days 
He pour’ his spirit forth. The past forgot, 
AIT was enjoyment. Not a cloud obscured 
Present or future. 
He is now at rest; 
And praise and blame fall on his ear alike, 


confidence of his master, and employed on occasions that required judg- 
ment and address. 

.* Adrianum mare.— (ic. f Sce the Prophecy of Dante. 
See the tale as told by Boccaccio and Dryden. 

$ They wait for the traveller’s carriage at the foot of every hill. 
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Now dull in death. Yes, Byron, thou art gone, 
Gone like a star that through the firmament, 
Shot and was lost, in its eccentric course 
Dazzling, perplexing. Yet thy heart, methimks, 
Was generous, noble—noble in its scorn 

Of all things low or little; nothing there 
Sordid or servile. If imagined wrongs 

Pursued thee, urging thee sometimes to do 
Things long regretted, oft, as many know, 
None more than I, thy gratitude would build 
On slight foundations : and, if in thy life 

Not happy, in thy death thou surely wert, 

Thy wish accomplish’d; dying in the land 
Where thy young mind had caught ethereal fire, 


Dying in Greece, and in a cause so glorious ! 


They in thy train—abh, little did they think, 
As round we went, that they so soon should sit 
Mourning beside thee, while a Nation mourn’d, 
Changing her festal for her funeral song ; 
That they so soon should hear the minute-gun, 
Às morning gleam’d on what remain’d of thee, 
Roll o’er the sea. the mountains, numbering 
Thy years of joy and sorrow. 
Thou art gone: 
And he who would assail thee in thy grave, 
Ob, let him pause! For who among us all, 
Tried as thou wert—even from thine earliest years, 
When wandering, yet uaspoilt, a highland boy— 
-Tried as thou wert, and with thy soul of flame ; 
Pleasure, while yet the down was on thy hs 
Uoiitihs. pressing, and to lips like thine 
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Her charmed eup—ah, who among us all 
Could say he had not err’d as much, and more ? 


XX, 
FLORENCE. 


Or all the fairest cities of the earth 

None are so fair as Florence. Tis a gem 

Of purest ray, a treasure for a casket ! 

And what a glorious lustre did it shed, 

When it emerged from darkness! Search within, 
Without, all is enchantment! ?T'is the past 
Contending with the present ; and in turn 

Each has the mastery. 

In this chapel wrought®? 

Massaccio ; and he slumbers underneath. 

Wouldst thou behold his monument? Look round, 
And know that where we stand, stood oft and long, 
Oft till the day was gone, Raphael himself, 

He and his haughty Rival—patiently, 

Humbly, to learn of those who came before, 
T0 steal a spark from their authentic fire, 
Their, who first broke the gloom, Sons of the 


Morning. . 


There, on the seat that runs along the wall, 
South of the Church, east of the belfry-tower 
(Thou canst not miss it), in the sultry time 
Would Dante sit conversing, and with those 
Who little thought that in his hand he held 
The balance, and assign’d at his good pleas are 
To each his place in the invisible world, 
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To some an upper, some a lower region ; 
Reserving in his secret mind a niche 

For thee, Saltrello, who with quirks of law 
 Hadst plagued him sore, and carefuliy requiting 
Such as ere-long condemn’d his mortal part 

To fire*#  Sit down awhile—then by the gates 
Wondrously wrought, so beautiful, so glorious, 
That they might serve to be the gates of Heaven, 
Enter the Baptistery. That place he loved, 
Calling it his! And in his visits there 

Well might he take delight! For, when a child, 
Playing, with venturous feet, near and yet nearer 
One of the fonts, fell in, he flew and saved him, 
Flew with an energy, a violence, 

That broke the marble—a mishap ascribed 

To evil motives; his, alas, to lead 

À life of trouble, and ere-long to leave 

AI things most dear to him, ere-long to know 
How salt another’s bread is, and how toilsome 
The going up and down another’s stairs. , 


Nor then forget the Chamber of the Dead. 
Where the gigantic forms of Night and Day, 
Turn’d into stone, rest everlastingly, 
Vet still are br has ; and shed round at noon 
À two-fold influence-—only to be felt— 
À light, a darkness, mingled each with each ; 
Both and yet neither. There, from age to age, 
Two Ghosts are sitting on ther ne es. 
That is the Duke Dors Mark him well.® 
He meditates, his head upon his hand. | 
What scowls Henosete his broad and helm -ike bonnet t : 
4 
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Is 1t a face, or but an eyeless skull ? 


TT is hid in shade ; yet, like the basilisk, 

It fascinates, and is intolerable. 

His mien is noble, most majestical ! 

Then most so, when the distant choir is heard, 
At morn or eve—nor fail thou to attend 

On that thrice-hallow’d day, when all are there ; 
When all, propitiating with solemn songs, 

With light, and frankincense, and holy water, 
Visit the Dead. Then wilt thou feel his power! 


But let not Sculpture, Painting, Poesy, 
Or they, the masters of these mighty spells, 
Detain us. Our first homage is to Virtue. 


. Where, in what dungeon of the Citadel, 


(It must be known—the writing on the wall * 
Cannot be gone—t was cut in with his dagger, 
Ere, on his knees to God, he slew himself), 
Where, in what dungeon, did Filippo Strozzi, 
The last, the greatest of the Men of Florence, 
Breathe out his soul—lest in his agony, 
When on tlie rack and call’ d upon to answer, 
He might accuse the guiltless. 

That debt paid, 
But with a sigh, a tear for human frailty, 
We may return, and once more give a loose 
To the delighted spirit—worshipping, 
In her small temple of rich workmanship,* 
Venus herself, who, when she left the skies 
Came hither. : 


* The Tribune. 


* 


DON GARZIA. 


Amow& the awful forms that stand assembled 
In the great square of Florence, may be seen 
That Cosmo,” not the Father of his Country, 
* Not he so styled, but he who play’d the tyrant. 
Clad in rich armour like a paladin, 
But with his helmet off—in kingly state, 
Aloft he sits upon his horse of brass ; 
And they, who read the lesend underneath, 
Go and pronounce him happy. Yet there is 
À Chamber at Grosseto, that, if walls 
… Could speak, and tell of what is done within, : 
Would turn your admiration into pity. 
Half of what pass’d died with him; but the rest, 
AI he discover’d when the fit was on, 


AI that, by those who listen’d, could be glean’d 


From broken sentences and starts in sleep, 
Is told, and by an honest Chronicler. 


Two of his sons, Giovanni and Garzia 

(The eldest had not seen his sixteenth summer), 
Went to the chase ; but one of them, Giovanni, 
His best beloved, the glory of his house, 

Return’d not ; and at close of day was found 
Bathed in his innocent blood. Too well, alas ! 
The trembling Cosmo guess’ d the deed, the doer; 


+: And having caused the body to be borne 


In secret to that chamber—at an hour 
When allslept sound, save the disconsolate Mother,*® 


* Eleonora di Toledo. 
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Who little thought of what was yet to come, 

And lived but to be told—he bade Garzia 

Arise and follow him. Holding in one hand 

A winking lamp, and in the other a key 

Massive and dungeon-like, thither he led; 

And, having enter’d in and lock’d the door, 

The father fix'd his eyes upon the son, 

And elosely question’d him. No change betray’d 

Or guilt or fear. Then Cosmo lifted up 

The bloody sheet, “Look there! Look there!” he 
cried, | 

“ Blood cälls for blood—and from a father’s hand ! 

—Unless thyself wilt save him that sad office. 

What !” he exclaim’d, when, shuddering at the sight, 

The boy breath’d out, “Istood but on my guard.” 

 “Darest thou then blacken one who never wrong’d 
thee, 

Who would not set his foot upon a worm — 

Yes, thou must die, lest others fall by thee, 

And thou shouldst be the slayer of us all 

Then from Garzia’s side he took the dagger, 

That fatal one which spilt his brother’s blood ; 

And, kneeling on the ground, “Great God!” he * 
cried, 

“ Grant me the strength to do an act of Justice. 

Thou knowest what it costs me; but, alas, 

How can I spare myself, sparing none else ? 

Grant me the strength, the will—and oh forgive 

The sinful soul of a most wretched son. 

*T is a most wretched father who implores it.” 

Long on Garzia’s neck he hung, and wept 

Tenderly, long press’ d him to his bosom ; 
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And then, but while he held him by the arm, 
Thrusting him backward, turn’d away his face, 
And stabb’d him to the heart. 
Well might De Thou, 

When in his youth he came to Cosmos court, 
Think on the past; and, as he wander’d through 
The Ancient Palace—through those ample spaces 
Silent, deserted—stop awhile to dwell 
Upon two portraits there, drawn on the wall 
Together, as of two in bonds of love, 
One in a Cardinal's habit, one in black, 
Those of the unhappy brothers, and infer 
From the deep silence that his questions drew, 
The terrible truth. 

Well might he heave a sigh 
For poor humanity, when he beheld 
That very Cosmo shaking o’er his fire, 
Drowsy and deaf and inarticulate, 
Wrapt in his night-gown, o’er a sick man's mess, 
In the last stage—_ death-struck and deadly pale : 
His wife, another, not his Eleonora, 
At once his nurse and his interpreter. 


XXII. 
THE CAMPAGNA OF FLORENCE. 


T1s morning. Let us wander through the £elds 
Where Cimabue found a shepherd-boy * 
Tracing his idle fancies on the ground ; 
And let us from the top of Fiesole, 


* Giotto, 
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Whence Galileo’s glass by night observed 
The phases of the moon, look round below 
On Arno’s vale, where the dove-colour’d oxen 
Are plowing up and down among the vines, 
While many a careless note is sung aloud, 
Filling the air with sweetness—and on thee 
Beautiful Florence, all within thy walls, 
Thy groves and gardens, pinnacles and towers, 
Drawn to our feet. 
From that small spire, just caught 

By the bright ray, that church among the rest 
By One of Old distinguish’d as The Bride, 
Let us pursue in thought (what can we better ?) 
Those who assembled there at matin-prayers ; * 
Who, when Vice revell’d, and along the street 
Tables were set, what time the bearer’s bell 
Rang to demand the dead at every door, 
Came out into the meadows ;* and, awhile 
Wandering in idleness, but not in folly, 
Sate down in the high grass and in the shade 
Of many a tree sun-proof—day after day, 
When all was still and nothing to be heard 
But the Cicala’s voice among the olives, 
Relating in a ring, to banish care, 
Their hundred novels. 

Round the hill they went, 
Round underneath—first to a splendid house, 
Gherardi, as an old tradition runs, 
That on the left, just rising from the vale; 
À place for Luxury—the painted rooms, 


* See tle Decameron—Tirst Day. 
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The open galleries and midille court 

Not unprepared, fragrant and gay with flowers. 
Then westward to another, nobler yet; 

Then on the right, now known as the Palmieri, 
Where Art with Nature vied—a Paradise, 

With verdurous walls, and many a trellisd walk 
All rose and jasmine, many a forest-vista 

Cross’d by the deer. Then to the Ladies Valley; 
And the clear lake, that seem’d as by enchantment 
To lift up to the surface every stone 

Of lustre there, and the diminutive fish 
Innumerable, dropt with crimson and gold, 

Now motionless, now glancing to the sun. 


Who has not dwelt on their voluptuous day ? 
The morning-banquet by the fountain-side,” 
The dance that follow’d, and the noon-tide slumber ; 
Then the tales told in turn, as round they lay 
On carpets, the fresh waters murrauring ; 
And the short interval fill’d up with games 
Of Chess, and talk, and readinz old Romances, 
Till supper-time, when many a syren-voice 
Sung down the stars, and ir the grass the torches 
Burnt brighter for their absence. 


: He,* whose dream 
I was (it was no more) sleeps in Val d’'Elsa, 
Sleeps in the church, where (in his ear I ween) 
The Friar pour’d out his catalogue of treasures ; 
À ray, imprimis, of the star that shone 

Lo the Wise Men; a phial-full of sounGs, 


* Boccaccio. 
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The musical chimes of the grea{ bells that hung 
In Solomon’s Temple; and, though last not least. 
À feather from the Angel Gabriels wing, 
Dropt in the Virgin’s chamber. 
That dark ridge 
Stretching away in the South-east, conceals it; 
Not so his lowly roof and scanty farm, 
His copse and rill, if yet a trace be left, 
Who lived in Val di Pesa, suffering long 
Exile and want, and the keen shafts of Malice, 
With an unclouded mind.* The glimmering tower 
On the grey rock beneath, his land-mark once, 
Now serves for ours, and points out where he ate 
His bread with cheerfulness. 
: Who sees him not 
ÇT is his own sketch—he drew it from himself) 
Playing the bird-catcher, and sallying forth 
In an autumnal morn, laden with cages, 
To catch a thrush on every lime-twig there; 
Or in the wood among his wood-cutters ; 
Or in the tavernu by the highway-side 
At tric-trac with the miller; or at night, 
Doffing his rustic suit, and, duly clad, 
Entering his eloset, and, among his books, 
Among the Great of every age and clime, 
À numerous court, turning to whom he pleased, 
Questioning each why he did this or that, 
And learning how to overcome the fear 
Of poyerty and death? 
Nearer we haïl 


* Machiavel. 
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Thy sunny slope, Arcetri, sung of Old 


For its green wine—dearer to me, to nost, 


As dwelt on by that great Astronomer,* 

Seven years a prisoner at the city gate, 

Let in but in his grave-clothes. Sacred be 

His cottage (justly was it call'd The Jewel !) 
Sacred the vineyard, where, while yet his sight 
Glimmer’d, at blush of dawn he dress’ d his vines, 
Chanting aloud in gaiety of heart 


Some verse of Ariosto. There, unseen.‘ 


In manly beauty, Milton stood before him, 
Gazing with reverent awe—Milton, his guest, 
Just then come forth, all life and enterprise ; 
Je in his old age and extremity, 

Blind, at noon-day exploring with his staff; 
His eyes upturn’d as to the golden sun, 


Es eye-balls idly rolling. Little then 


Did Galileo think whom he bade welcome; 

That in his hand he held the hand of one 

Who could requite him—who would spread his name 
O’er lands and seas—great as himself, nay greater ; 
Milton as little that in him he saw, 

As in a glass, what he himself should be, 


 Destined so soon to fall on evil days 


And evil tongues—so soon, alas, to live 
In darkness, and with dangers compass’d round, 
And solitude. 

Well pleased, could we pursue 
The Arno, from his birth-place in the clouds, 


So near the yellow Tiber’s ®—<springing up 


* Galileo, 


From his four fountains on the Apennine, 
That mountain-ridge a sea-mark to the ships 
Sailing on either Sea. Downward he runs, 
Scattering fresh verdure through the desolate wild 
Down by the City of Hermits, and, ere-long, 
The venerable woods of Vallombrosa ; 
Then through these gardens to the Tuscan sea, 
Reflecting castles, convents, villages, 
And those great Rivals in an elder day, 
Florence and Pisa--who have given him fame, 
Fame everlasting, but who stain’d 50 oft 
His troubled waters. Oft, alas, were seen, 
When flight, pursuit, and hideous rout were there, 
Hands, clad in gloves of steel, held up imploring ; “ 
The man, the hero, on his foaming steed, 
Borne underneath—already in the realms 
Of Darkness. 

Nor did night or burning noon 
Bring respite. Oft, as that great Artist saw,“ 
Whose pencil had a voice, the ery “To arms!” 
And the shrill trampet, hurried up the bank 
Those who had stolen an hour to breast the tide 
And wash from their unharness’ d limbs the blood 
And sweat of battle. Sudden was the rush, 
Violent the tumult; for, already in sight, 
Nearer and nearer yet the danger drew ; 
Each every sinew straining, every feature, 
Each snatching up, and girding, buckling on 
Morion and greave and shirt of twisted mail, 
As for his life—no more perchance to taste, 


* Michael Angelo, 
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Arno, the grateful freshness of thy glades, 
Thy waters—where, exulting, he had felt 
À swimmer’s transport, there, alas, to float 
And welter. Nor between the gusts of War, 
When flocks were feeding, and the shepherd’s pipe 
Gladden’d the valley, when, but not unarm’d, 
The sower came forth, and, following him who 
plow’d, 

Threw in the seed—did thy indignant waves 
Escape pollution. Sullen was the splash, 
Heavy and swift the plunge, when they received 
The key that just had grated on the ear 
Of Ugolino—closing up for ever 
That dismal dungeon henceforth to be named 
The Tower of Famine, 

Once indeed + was thine 
When many a winter-flood, thy tributary, 


. Was through its rocky glen rushing, resounding, 


And thou wert in thy might, to save, restore 
À charge most precious. To the nearest ford, 
Hastening, a horseman from Arezzo came, 
Careless, impatient of delay, a babe 

Slung in a basket to the knotty staff 

That lay athwart his saddle-bow. He Spurs, 


He enters; and his horse, alarm’d, perplex’d, 
- Halts inthe midst. Great is the stir, the strife : 


And lo, an atom on that dangerous sea, 
The babe is floating! Fast and far he flies : 


= Now tempest-rock’4 now whirling round and round, 


But not to perish. By thy willing waves 


= Borne to the shore, among the bulrushes, 


The ark has rested; and unhurt, secure, 


= 
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As on his mother’s breast he sleeps within, 
All peace! or never had the nations heard 
That voice so sweet, which still enchants, inspires ; 
That voice, which sung of love, of liberty. 
Petrarch lay there ! ——And such the images 
That cluster’d round our Milton, when at eve 
Reclined beside thee, Arno ; when at eve 
Led on by thee, he wander’d with delight, 
Framing Ovidian verse, and through thy groves 
Gathering wild myrtle. Such the Poet’s dreams; 
Yet not such only. For look round and say, 
Where is the ground that did not drink warm blood, 
The echo that had learnt not to articulate 
The ery of murder ?—Fatal was the day 
To Florence, when (t was in a street behind 
The church and convent of the Holy Cross— 
There is the house—that house of the Donati, 
Towerless, and left long since, but to the last 
Braving assault—all rugged, all emboss’d 
Below, and still distinguish’d by the rings 
Of brass, that held in war and festival-time 
Their family-standards) fatal was the day 
To Florence, when, at morn, at the ninth hour, 
À noble Dame in weeds of widowhood, 
Weeds to be worn hereafter by so many, 
Stood at her door; and, like a sorceress, flung 
Her dazzing spell. Subtle she was, and rich, 
Rich in a hidden pearl of heavenly light, 
Her daughter’s beauty ; and too well she knew 
Its virtue! Patiently she stood and watch’ ; 
Nor stood alone—but spoke not.—In her breast 
Her purpose lay ; and, as a youth pass’d by, 
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Clad for the nuptial rite, she smiled and said, 
Lifting a corner of the maiden’s veil, 

This had I treasured up in secret for thee, 
This hast thou lost!” He gazed and was undone! 
Forgetting—not forgot—he broke the bond, 
And paid the penalty, losing his life 
At the bridge-foot ; * and hence a world of woe! 
Vengeance for vengeance .crying, blood for blood ; 
No intermission! Law, that slumbers not, 
And, like the Angel with the flaming sword, 
”_ Sits over all, at once chastising, healing, 
Himself the Avenger, went : and every street 
Ran red with mutual slaughter—though sometimes 

_ The young forgot the lessons they had learnt, 
And loved when they should hate—like thee, TImelda, 
Thee and thy Paolo. When last ye met 
In that still hour (the heat, the glare was gone, 
Not so the spiendour—through the cedar-grove 
À radiance stream’d like a consuming fire, 

As though the glorious orb, in its descent, 
Had come and rested there), when last ye met, 

* And those relentless brothers dragg’d him forth, 
It had been well, hadst thou slept on, Imelda,# 
Nor from thy trance of fear awaked, as night 
Fell on that fatal spot, to wish thee dead, 

To track him by his blood, to search, to find, 
Then fling thee down to catch a word, a look, 
À sigh, if yet thou couldst (alas, thou couldst not), 
And die, unseen, unthought 6f—from the wound 
Sucking the poison.# 
Yet, when Slavery came 
: Worse follow’d.# Genius, Valour left the land, 
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a ennte a that had from age to age 

Adorn’d, ennobled ; and ll they fell, 

Tyrant a slave. “For deeds of violence, , 

Done in broad day and more than hal£redeem'd 

By many a great and generous sacrifice 

Of self to others, came the unpledged bowl, 

The stab of the stiletto. Glidimg by 

Unnoticed, in slouch’d hat and mufiing cloak, 

That just discover’ d, Caravaggio-like, 

A swarthy cheek, black brow, and eye of flame, 

The Bravo took his stand, and o’er the shoulder 

Plunged to the hilt, or from beneath the ribs 

Slanting (a surer path, as some averr'd) 

Struck upward—then slunk off, or, if pursued, 

Made for the Sanctuary, and there along 

The glimmering aisle among the worshippers 

Wander’d with restless step and jealous look, 

Dropping thick gore. | 

Misnamed to lull suspicion, 

In every Palace was The Laboratory, 

Where he within brew’d poisons swift and slow, 

That scatter’d terror till all things seem’d poisonous, 

And brave men trembled if a hand held out | 

À nosegay or a letter; while the Great 

Drank from the re -glass, that broke, that 
shiver’d | 

If aught malignant, aught of thine was there, 

Cruel Tophana ; # and pawn’d provinces 

For the miraculous gem that to the wearer 

Gave signs infallible of coming ill, 

That clouded though the vehicle of death 

Were an invisible perfume. 
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Happy then 

The guest to whom at sleeping-time * was said. 
But in an under-voice (a lady’s page 
Speaks in no louder) “ Pass not on. That door 
Leads to another which awaïts your coming, 
One in the floor—now left, alas, unbolted, 
No eye detects it—lying under-foot, 
Just as you enter, at the threshold-stone : 
Ready to fall and plunge you into darkness, 
Darkness and long oblivion ! ” 

Then indeed 
Where lurk’d not danger? Through the fairy land 
No seat of pleasure glittering half-way down, 
No hunting-place—but with some damning spot 
That will not be wash’d out! There, at Caïano, 
Where, when the hawks were hooded and N ight 

came, | 

Pulci would set the table in a roar 
With his wild lay—there where the Sun descends, 
And hill and dale are lost, veil’d with his beams, 
The fair Venetian* died—she and her lord, 
Died of à posset druge’d by him who sate 
And saw them suffer, flinging back the charge, 
The murderer on the murder’d, 

Sobs of Grief 
Sounds inarticulate—suddenly stopt, 
And follow’ by a struggle and a gasp, 
À gasp in death, are heard yet in Cerreto, 
Along the marble halls and staircases, 
Nightly at twelve; and, at the self-same hour, 


* Bianca Capello. 
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Shrieks, such as penetrate the inmost soul, 
Such as awake the innocent babe to long, 
Long waïling, echo through the emptiness 

Of that old den far up among the hills,;* 
Frowning on him who comes from Pietra-Mala ; 
In them, im both, within five days and less, 
Two unsuspecting ‘ictims, passing fair, 
Welcomed with kisses, and slain cruelly, 

One with the knife, one with the fatal noose. 


But lo, the Sun is setting ; earth and sky 

One blaze of glory— What but now we saw 

As though it were not, though it had not been! 
He lingers yet, and, lessening to a point, 

Shines like the eye of Heaven—then withdraws ; 
And from the zenith to the utmost skirts 

All is celestial red! The hour is come, 

When they that sail along the distant seas 
Languish for home; and they that in the morn 
Said to sweet friends “ farewell,” melt as at parting 
When, journeying on, the pilerim, as he hears, 
As now we hear it, echoing round the hill, 

The bell that seems to mourn the dying day, 
Slackens his pace and sighs, and those he lovea 
Loves more than ever. But who feels it not? 
And well may we, for we are far away. 

Let us retire, and, haïl it in our hearts. 


LT 


PARTENT 


L 
THE PILGRIM. 


Ir was an hour of universal joy. 

The lark was up and at the gate of heaven. 
Singing, as sure to enter when he came : 
The butterfiy was basking in my path, 
His radiant wings unfolded. From below 
The bell of prayer rose slowly, plaintively ; 
And odours, such as welcome in the day, 
Such as salute the early traveller, 
And come and go, each sweeter than the last, 
Were rising. Hill and valley breathed delight ; 
And not a living thing but bless’ d the hour! 
In every bush and brake there was a voice 
Responsive ! 

From the Thrasymene, that now 
Slept in the sun, a lake of molten gold, 
Rock’d to and fro unfelt, so terrible 
The rage, the slaughter, I had turn’d AWAY ; 
The path, that led me, leading through a wood, 
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À fairy-wilderness of fruits and flowers, 
And by a brook that, in the day of strife, 
Ran blood, but now runs amber—when a glade, 
Far, far within, sunn’d only at noon-day, 
Suddenly open'd. Many a bench was there, 
Each round its ancient elm ; and many a track, 
Well known to them that from the highway loved 
Awhile to deviate. In the midst a cross 
Of mouldering stone as in a temple stood, 
Solemn, severe ; coeval with the trees 
That round it in majestic order rose ; 
And on the lowest step a Pilgrim knelt, 
Clasping his hands in prayer. He was the first 
Yet seen by me (save in a midnight-masque, 
À revel, where none cares to play his part, 
And they, that speak, at once dissolve the charm), 
The first in sober truth, no counterfeit ; 
And, when his orisons were duly paid, 
He rose, and we exchanged, as all are wont, 
À traveller’s greeting. 

Young and of an age 
When Youth is most attractive, when a light 
Plays round and round, reflected, if I err not, 
From some attendant Spirit, that ere-long 
(His charge relinquish’d with a sigh, a tear) 
Wings his flight upward —with a look he won 
My favour ; and, the spell of silence broke, 
I could not but continue. 

“ Whence,” I askd, 
“ Whence art thou ?”—"“* From Mont alto; he re- 
plied, 

“ My native village in the Apennines.” 
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“ And whither journeying ? ?—" To the holy shrine 
Of Saint Antonio, in the Oity of Padua. 
Perhaps, if thou hast ever gone so far, 

* Thou wilt direct my course”—"* Most willingly ; 
But thou hast much to do, much to endure, 
Ere thou hast enter’d where the silver lamps 
Burn ever. Tell me—[I would not transgress, 
Yet ask Ï must—what could have brought thee 

forth ; 
Nothing in act or thought to be atoned for ??— 
“It was a vow I made in my distress. 
We were so blest, none were so blest as we, 
Till Sickness came. First, as death-struck, I fell; 
Then my beloved sister; and ere-long, 
Worn with continual watchings, night and day, 
Our saint-like mother. Worse and worse she grew 
And in my anguish, my despair, I vow’d, 
That if she lived, if Heaven restored her to us, 
1 would forthwith, and in a Pilgrim’s weeds, 
Visit that holy shrine. My vow was heard ; 
And therefore am I come.”—{# Thou hast done well: 
And may those weeds, so reverenced of old, 
Guard thee in danger !”— 
“They are nothing worth. 

But they are worn in humble confidence : 
Nor would T for the richest robe resion them, 
Wrought, as they were, by those I love so well, 
Lauretta and my sister ; theirs the task, 
But none to them, a pleasure, a delight, 

To ply their utmost skill, and send me forth 
As best became this service. Their last words, 
‘ Fare thee well, Carlo. We shall count the hours !’ ; 


* 
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Will not go from me.”— 

“ Health and strength be thine 
In thy long travel! May no sun-beam strike ; 
No vapour cling and wither! Mayest thou be, 
Sleeping or waking, sacred and secure ! 
And, when again iiod comest, thy labour done, 
Joy be among ye! In that D. hour 
All will pour forth to bid thee welcome, Carlo ; 
And there is one, or I am much deceived, 
One thou hast named, who will not be the last.” — 
“ Oh, she is true as Truth itself can be! 
But ne thou knowest her no Would that thou 

couldst ! 

My steps I quicken when I think of her; 
For, though they take me further from L. door, 


ET ul return the sooner. 


IL 
AN INTERVIEW. 


Prrasure, that comes unlook’d-for, is thrice wel- 
COMME ; 
And, if itstir the heart, if aught be there, 
T de may hereafter in a thoughtful hour 
Wake but a sigh, t is treasured up among 
The things most precious ; and the day d came, 
Is noted as a white day in our lives. 


The sun was wheeling westward, and the chfis 
And nodding woods, that everlastingly 
(Such the dominion of thy mighty voice 
by voice, Loi utter’d in the mist) . 
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Hear thee and answer de. were left at Dal 
For others still as noon ; Re on westrayd 
From wild to wilder, nothing hospitable 
Seen up or down, no bush or green or dry, 
That ancient symbol at the cottage-door, 
Offering refreshment—when Luigi cried, 
“ Well, of a thousand tracts we chose the best!” 
And, turnimg round an oak, oracular once, 
Now lightning-struck, à cave, a thoroughfare 
For all that came, each entrance a broad arch, 
Whence many a deer, rustling his velvet coat, 
Had issued, many a gipsy and her brood 
Peer’d forth, then housed again—the floor yet grey. 
With ashes, and the sides, where roughest, hung 
Loosely in locks of haïr—T look’d cul Saw 
What, seen in such an hour by Sancho Panza, 
Had given his honest countenance a breadth, 
His cheeks a flush of pleasure and surprise, 
Unknown before, had chain’d him to the spot, 
And thou, Sir Knight, hadst traversed hill and dale 
Squire-less. 

Below and winding far away, 
À narrow glade unfolded, such as Spring 
Broïiders with flowers, and, when the moon is high, 
The hare delights to race in, scattering round 
The silvery dews. Cedar and cypress threw 
Singly their length of shadow, chequering 
. The greensward, and, what grew in frequent tufts, 
An underwood of myrtle, that by fits 
Sent up a gale of fragrance. Through the midst, 
Reflecting, as it ran, purple and gold, 
À rainbow’s splendour (somewhere in the east 
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Rain-drops were falling fast) a rivulet 
_ Sported as loth to go; and on the bank 
- Stood (in the eyes of one, if not of both, 
Worth all the rest and more) à sumpter-n nule 
Well laden, while two menials, as in heste, 
Drew from his ample panniers, ranging round 
Viands and fruits on many à shining salver, 
And plunging in the cool translucent wave 
Flasks of delicious wine. 

Anon a horn 
Blew, through the champaign bidding to the feast, 
Its jocund note to other ears addres®d, 
Not ours; and, slowly coming by a path, 
That, ere it issued from an ilex-grove, 
Was seen far inward, though along the glade 
Distinguish’d only by a fresher verdure, 
Peasants approach’d, one leading in a leash 
Beagles yet panting, one with various game 
In rich confusion slung, before, behind, 
Leveret and quail not “eue AI FR ereet 
The chase as over ; and ere-lons appear’d 
Their horses full of fire, champing the curb, 
For the white foam was dry upon the flank, 
- Two in close converse, each in each delighting, 
Their plumage waving as instinct with life; 
À Lady young and graceful, and a Youth, 
Yet younger, bearing on à falconér s glove, 
As in the golden, the romantic time, 
His falcon hooded. Like some spirit of air, 
Or fairy-vision, such as feisn’d of old, 
The Lady, while her courser paw’d the ground, 
 Alighted; and her beauty, as she trod 
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The enamell’ 4 bank, bruising nor herb nor flower, 
That place illumined. 
. Ah, who should she be, 
And with her brother, as when last we met, 
(When the first lark had sung ere half was saïd, 
And as she stood, bidding adieu, her voice, 
So sweet it was, recall'd me like a spell) 
Who but Angelica ? 
That day we gave 
To Pleasure, and, unconscious of their flight, 
Another and another; hers a home 
Dropt from the sky amid the wild and rude, 
Loretto-like. The rising moon we haïld, 
Duly, devoutly, from a vestibule 
Of many an arch, o’erwrought and lavishly 
With many a wildering dream of sylphs and flowers, 
When Raphael and his school from Florence came, : 
Filling the land with splendour—nor less oft 
Watch’d her, declining, from a silent dell, 
Not silent once, what time in rivalry 
Tasso, Guarini, waved their wizard-wands, 
Peopling the groves from Aready, and lo, 
Fair forms appeard, murmuring melodious verse, 
— Then, in their day, a sylvan theatre, 
Mossy the seats, the stage a verdurous floor, 
The scenery rock and shrub-wood, Nature's own ; 
Nature the Architect. 


UT. 
ROME. 


I au m Rome! Oft as the morning-ray 
Visits these eyes, waking at once I cry, 
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_Whence this excess of jy? What has befallen me ? 
And from within a thrilling voice replies, É 
Thou art in Rome! A thousand busy thoughts 
Rush on my mind, a thousand images ; 
And T spring up as girt to run a race! 


Thou art in Rome! the City that so long 
Reign’d absolute, the mistress of the world 
The mighty vision that the prophets saw, 
And trembled; that from nothing, from the least 
The lowliest village (what but here and there 
À reed-roof’d cabin by a river-side ?) 
Grew into everything; and, year by year, 
Patiently, fearlessly working her way 
O’er brook and field, o’er continent and sea, 
Not like the merchant with his merchandise, 
Or traveller with staff and scrip exploring, | 
But hand to hand and foot to foot, through hosts, 
Through nations numberless in battle-array, 
Each behind each, each, when the other fell, 
Up and in arms, at length subdued them all. 


Thou art in Rome! the City, where the Gauls, 
Entering at sun-rise through her open gates, 

And, through her streets silent and desolate, 
Marching to slay, thought they saw Gods, not men ; 
The City that, by temperance, fortitude, 

And love of glory, tower’d above the clouds, 

Then fell—but falling, kept the highest seat, 

And in her loneliness, her pomp of woe, 

Where now she dwells, withdrawn into the wild, ; 
Still o’er the mind maintains, from age to age, 


102 ADR SE 


Her empire undiminish’d. 
| There, as though 
Grandeur attracted Grandeur, are beheld 

* AJ] things that strike, ennoble—from the depths 
Of Egypt, from the classic fields of Greece, 

. Her groves, her temples—all things that inspire 
Wonder, delight! Who would not say the Forms 
Most perfect, most divine, had by consent 

 Flockd thither to abide eternally, 

Within those silent chambers where they dwell, 
In happy intercourse ? 
And I am there! 
Ab, little thought I, when in school I sate, 
À school-boy on his bench, at early dawn 

: Glowing with Roman story, I should live 
To tread the Appian,” once an avenue 
Of monuments most glorious, palaces, 

Their doors seal d up and silent as the night, 
The dwellings of the illustrious dead—to turn 

: Toward Tiber, and, beyond the City-gate, 
Pour out my unpremeditated verse, 

-Where on his mule I might have met so oft 
Horace himself” —or climb the Palatine, 
Dreaming of old Evander and his guest, 

. Dreaming and lost on that proud eminence, 

Longwhile the seat of Rome, hereafter found 

Less than enough (so monstrous was the brood 4 

Engender’d there, so Titan-like) to lodge : 

One in his madness ; * and, the summit gain’d, 

 Inscribe my name on some broad aloe-leaf, 


* Nero, 
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That shoots and spreads within those very walls 
Where Virgil read aloud his tale divine, 
Where his voice falterd, and a mother wept 
Tears of delight ! 

But what a narrow space 
Just underneath! In many a heap the ground 
Heaves, as though Ruin in a frantie mood | 
Had done his utmost. Here and there appears, 
As left to show his handy-work not ours, 
An idle column, a half-buried arch, 
À wall of some great temple. 

It was once, 

And long, the centre of their Universe,” 
The Forum—whence a mandate, eagle-wing’d,' 
Went to the ends of the earth. Let us descend 
Slowly. At every step much may be lost; -  * 
The very dust we tread, stirs as with life ; 
And not the lightest breath that sends not up, 
Something of human grandeur. 
Ç We are come, 


Are now where once the mightiest spirits met 


In terrible conflict: this, while Rome was free, 
The noblest theatre on this side Heaven! 745 

Here the first Brutus stood, when o’er the corse 
Of her so chaste all mourn’d, and from his cloud 
Burst like a God. Here, holding up the knife, 
Mhat ran with blood, the blood of his own child, 
Virginius call'd down vengeance. —But whence spoke 
They who harangued the people; turnmg now 
To the twelve tables, now with lifted hands 
To the Capitoline Jove, whose fulgent shape 
In the unclouded azure shone far off, 
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And to the shepherd on the Alban mount 
Seem’d like a star new-risen? Where were ranged 
In rough array as on their element, 
The beaks of those old galleys, destined still * 
To brave the brunt of war——at last to know 

_ À calm far worse, a silence as in death ? 
AT spiritless ; from that disastrous hour 
When he, the bravest, gentlest of them all, + 
Scorning the chains he could not hope to break, 
Fell on his sword ! 

Along the Sacred Way 

Hither the Triumph came, and winding round 
With acclamation, and the martial clang 
Of instruments, and cars laden with spoil, 
Stopt at the sacred stair that then appear’d, 
Then through the darkness broke, ample, star-bright, 
As though it led to heaven. ?T was night, but now 
À thousand torches, turning night to day, 
Blazed, and the victor, springing from his seat, 
Went up, and, kneeling as in fervent prayer, 
Enter’ d the Capitol. But what are they, 

: Who at the foot withdraw, a mournful train 
In fetters ? And who, yet incredulous, 
Now gazing wildly round, now on his sons, 
On those so young, well-pleased with all they see,5t 
Staggers along, the last ?—They are the fallen, 
Those who were spared to grace the chariot-wheels ; 
And there they parted, where the road divides, 
The victor and the vanquish’d—there withdrew ; 
He to the festal-board, and they to die. 


* The Rostra. t Marcus Junius Brutus, 
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Well he the great, the mighty of the AC 
They who were wont to fare deliciously, 
And war but for a kingdom more or less, 
Shrink back, nor from Fee thrones endure to look, 
To think that way! Well mightthey in their state 
Humble themselves, and kneel and supplicate 
To be delivered from a dream like this! 


Here Cincinnatus pass’d, his plow the while 
Left in the furrow, and how many more, 
Whose laurels fade not, who still walk the earth, 
Consuls, Dictators, still in Curule pomp 
Sit and decide; and, as of old in Rome, 
Name but their names, set every heart on fire! 


Here, in his bonds, he whom the phalanx saved 
_not,* 
The last on Philip's throne ; and the Numidian,f 
So soon to say, stript of his cumbrous robe, + 
Stript to the skin, and in his nakedness 
Thrust under- ue “How cold this bath of. 
yours |? 

And thy proud queen, Palmyra, through the sands + 
Pursued, o’ertaken on her HR 
Whose temples, palaces, a wondrous dream 
That passes not away, for many a league 
Illumine yet the desert. Some invoked 
Death, and escaped ; the Egyptian, when her asp 
Came from his covert under the green leaf; $ 
And Hannibal himself; and she who said, 
Taking the fatal cup between her hands, | 


* Perseus. + Jugurtha. ft Zenobia. $ Cleopatra. | Sophonisbe 


» 
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“Tell him I would it had come yesterday ; 
For then it had not been his nuptial gift.” | 


Now all is changed; and here, as in the wild, 
The day is silent, dreary as the night; à 
None stirring, save the herdsman and his herd, 
Savage alike; or they that would explore, 

Discuss and learnedly ; or they that come, 

(And there are many who have cross’d the earth) 
That they may give the hours to meditation, 
And wander, often saying to themselves, 

“This was the Roman Forum !? 


IV. 


À FUNERAL. 


“Wmence this delay ?” “ Along the crowded . 
street 
À Funeral comes, and with unusual pomp.” 


. 50 I withdrew a little, and stood still, 


While it went by. “She died as she deserved,” 
Said an Abatè, gatherine up his cloak, 


- And with a shrug retreating as the tide 
: Flow’d more and more.—"#* But she was beautiful ! ” - 


Replied a soldier of the Pontiff’s guard. 

“ And innocent as beautiful ! ” exclaim’d 

À Matron sitting in her stall, hung round 
With garlands, holy pictures, and what not ? 
Her Alban grapes and Tusculan figs display’d 


An rich profusion. From her heart she spoke ; 


And T accosted her to hear her story. 
“The stab,” she cried, “ was given in jealousy; 
But never fled a purer spirit to heaven, | 


PAT. DT 
- As thou wilt say, or much my mind misleads, 
When thou hast seen her face. Last night at dusk 
When on her way from vespers—None were near, 
None save her serving-boy, who knelt and wept, 
But what could tears avail him, when she fell— 
Last night at dusk, the clock then striking nme, 
Just by the fountain—that before the church, 
The church she always used, St. Isidores— 
Alas, I knew her from her earliest youth, 
That excellent lady. Ever would she say, 
Good even, as she pass’d, and with a voice 
_ Gentle as theirs in heaven ! ”—But now by fits 
À dull and dismal noise assaild the ear, 
À wail, a chant, louder and louder yet ; 
And now a strange fantastic troop appear’d ! 
Thronging they came—as from the shades below ; 
AI of a ghostly white! “Oh say,” I cried, 
“ Do not the living here bury the dead ? Ée 
Do Spirits come and fetch them? What are these, 
That seem not of this World, and mock the Day; 
Each with a burning taper in his hand ??— 
“It is an ancient Brotherhood thou seest, 
Such their apparel. Through the long, long line 
Look where thou wilt, no likeness of a man; 
The living mask’d, the dead alone uncover’d. 
But mark! ”—And, lying on her funeral-couch, 
Like one asleep, her eye-lids closed, her hands 
Folded together on her modest breast, 
- As ’t were her nightly posture, through the crowd 
She came at last—and richly, gaily elad, 
As for a birth-day feast! But breathes she not ? 
D À glow is on her cheek—and her lips move! 
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And now a smile is there—how heavenly sweet! 
- “Oh no!” replied the Dame, wiping her tears, 

But with an accent less of grief than anger, 

“ No, she will never, never wake again!” 


Death, when we meet the spectre in our walks, 
As we did yesterday, and shall to-morrow, 
Soon grows familiar —like most other things, 
Seen, not observed ; but in a foreign clime, 
Changing his shape to something new and strange 
(And through the world he changes as in sport, 
Affect he greatness or humility), 
Knocks at the heart. His form and fashion here 
To me, I do confess, reflect a gloom, 
À sadness round ; yet one I would not lose ; 
Being in unison with all things else 
In this, this land of shadows, where we live 
More im past time than present, where the ground 
League beyond league, like one great cemetery, 
Is cover’d o'er with mouldering monuments ; 
And, let the living wander where they will, 
They cannot leave the footsteps of the dead. 


Oft, where the burial-rite follows so fast 

The agony, oft coming, nor from far, 
Must à fond father meet his darling child, 
(Ha who at parting climb’d his knees and clung) 
Clay-cold and wan, and to the bearers cry, 
“ Stand, I conjure ve!” 

Seen thus destitute, | 
What are the greatest ? They must speak beyond 
À thousand homilies. When Raphael went, ‘% 
3 
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. His heavenly face the mirror of his mind, 
His mind a temple for all lovely things 
To flock to and inhabit—when He went, 
Wrapt in his sable cloak, the cloak he wore, 
To sleep beneath the venerable Dome,* 
By those attended, who in life had loved, 
Had worshipp'd, following in his steps to Fame 
(Twas on an April-day, when Nature smiles), 
AIl Rome was there. But, ere the march began, 
Ere to receive their charge the bearers came, 
Who had not sought him? And when all beheld 
Him, where he lay, how changed from yesterday, 
Him in that hour cut off, and at his head 
His last great work ; when, entering in, they look’d 
Now on the dead, now on that master-piece, 
Now on his face, lifeless and colourless, se 
Then on those forms divine that lived and breathed, 
And would live on for ages—all were moved ; 
And sighs burst forth, and loudest lamentations. 


NV: 
NATIONAL PREJUDICES. - 
« Anormer Assassination! This venerable City,” 
I exclaimed, “what is it, but as it began, a nest of 
robbers and murderers? We must away at sun-rise, 
Luigi. ” But before sun-rise I had reflected a little, 


and in the soberest prose. My indignation was gone; 


and, when Luigi undrew my curtain, crying, # UP, | 
Signor, up | The horses are at the dooi ?—# Luigi,” 


I replied, « jf thou lovest me, draw the curtain.” 


* The Pantheon. 
+ A dialogue which is said to have passed many years ag0 at Lyons 
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It would lessen very much the severity with which 

men judge of each other, if they would but trace effects 
to their causes, and observe. the progress of things in 
the moral, as accurately as in the physical world. When 
we condemn millions in the mass as vindictive and san- 
guinary, we should remember that, wherever Justice is 
ilkadministered, the injured will redress themselves. 
Robbery provokes to robbery ; murder to assassination. 
Resentments become hereditary ; and what began in 
disorder, ends as if all Hell had broke loose. 

Laws create a habit of self-restraint, not only by 
the influence of fear, but by regulating in its exercise 
the passion of revenge. If they overawe the bad by 

the prospect of a punishment certain and well-defined, 
they console the injured by the infliction of that pun- 
ishment ; and, as the infliction is a public act, it excites 
and entails no enmity. The laws are offended ; and 
the community, for its own sake, pursues and over- 
takes the offender; often without the concurrence of 
the sufierer, sometimes against his wishes, 
Now those who were not born, like ourselves, to 
such advantages, we should surely rather pity than 
hate; and, when at length they venture to turn against 
their rulers,* we should lament, not wonder at their 


(Mem. de Grammont, I, 8.) and which May still be heard in almost every 
hotellerie at day-break. ; 

* As the descendants of an illustrious people have lately done. Can it 
be believed that there are Many among us, who, from a desire to be 
thought superior to Commenplace sentiments and vulgar feelings, affect an 
indifference to their canse! “Jf the Greeks,” they say, “ had the probity 


of other nations—but, they are fal:e to a proverb!” And is not falsehood Fr: 


the characteristic of slaves? Man is the creature of cireumstances. Free, 
_ho has the qualities of a freeman ; enslaved those of a slave, 
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_excesses ; remembering that nations are naturally 
patient and long-suffering, and seldom rise in rebellion 
till they are so degraded by a bad government as to 
be almost incapable of a good one. 
“ Hate them, perhaps,” you may say, “we should 
not; but despise them we must, if enslaved, like the peo- 
ple of Rome, in mind as well as body; if their religion 
be a gross and barbarous superstition. ”—I respect know- 
ledge ; but I do not despise ignorance. They think 
only as their fathers thought, worship as they worship- | 
ped. They do no more; and if ours had not buret 
their bondage, braving imprisonment and death, might 
not we at this very moment have been exhibiting, im 
our streets and our churches, the same processions, 
ceremonials, and mortifications ? 
Nor should we require from those who are in an 
earlier stage of society, what belongs to a later? They 
are only where we once were ; and why hold them im 
 derision? It is their business to cultivate the inferior 
arts before they think of the more refined ; and in many 
of the last what are we as a nation, when compared to 
others that have passed away? Unfortunately, it is 
too much the practice of governments to nurse and , 
keep alive in the governed their national prejudices. 
It withdraws their attention from what is passing at 
home, and makes them better tools in the hands of 
Ambition.  Hence next-door neighbours are held up 
to us from our childhood as natural enemies ; and we 
are urged on like curs to worry each other.* 


* Candor, generosity, how rare are they in the world; and how much 
is to be deplored the want of them! When a minister in our parliament 
. consents at last to a measure, which, for many reasons perhaps existing n@ 
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In like manner we should learn to be just to indivi. 
duals. Who can say, “In such circumstances I should 
have done otherwise?” Who, did he but reflect by 
what slow gradations, often by how many strange con- 
currences, we are led astray ; with how much reluctance, 
how much agony, how many efforts to escape, how 
many self-accusations, how many sighs, how many tears 
— Who, did he but reflect for a moment, would have 
the heart to cast a stone? Fortunately, these things 
are known to Him, from whom no secrets are hidden : 
and let us restin the assurance that Lis judgments are 
uot as Ours are. 


NL 
THE CAMPAGNA OF ROME. 


HAvE none appeared as tillers of the ground, 
None since They went—as though it still were theirs, 
And they might come and claim their own again ? 
Was the last plow a Romans? 

From this Seat, 
Sacred for ages, whence, as Virgil sings, 
The Queen of Heaven, alighting from the sky, 
Look’ 4 down and saw the armies in array,* 
Let us contemplate ; and, where dreams from Jove 
Descended on the sleeper, where perhaps 


longer, he had before refused to adopt, there should be no exultation as 

Over the fallen, no taunt, no jeer. How often may the resistance be con- 

tinued lest an enemy should triumph, and the result of conviction be re- 

ceived as a symptom of fear ! - 
* Æneid, xii. 184. 
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Some inspirations may be lingering still, 
Some glimmerings of the future or the past, 
Await their influence; silently revolving 
The changes from that hour, when Fe from Eroy 
Went up the Tiber; when refulgent shields, 
No strangers to the iron-hail of war, 
Stream’ far and wide, and dashing oars were heard 
Among those woods where Silvia’s stag was lying, 
His antlers gay with flowers; among those woods 
Where, by the Moon, that saw and yet withdrew not, 
Two were so soon to wander and be slam, : 
Two lovely in their lives, nor in their death 
Divided. 
Then, and hence to be discern’d, 

How many realms, pastoral and warlike, lay 
Along this plain, each with its schemes of power, 
Its little rivalships! What various turns 
Of fortune there; what moving accidents 
From ambuscade and open violence ! 
Mingling, the sounds came up; and hence how oft 
We might have caught among the trees below, 
Glittering with helm and shield, the men of Tibur; 
Or in Greek vesture, Greek their origin, | 
Some embassy ascending to Præneste ; + 
How oft descried, without thy gates, Aricia, Ÿ 
Entering the solemn grove for sacrifice, 
Senate and People !——Each a busy hive, 
Glowing with life! 

But all ere-long are lost 
In one. We look, and where the river rolls 


+ 


* Tivoli. + Palestrina. f La Riccia. 
8 
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Southward its shining labyrinth, in her strength 
A City, girt with battlements and towers, 
On seven small hills is risimg. Round about, 
At rural work, the Citizens are seen, 
None unemploy’d; the noblest of them all 
Binding their sheaves or on their threshing-floors, 
As though they had not conquer’d. Everywhere 
Some trace of valour or heroïc virtue ! 
Here is the sacred field of the Horatn, 
There are the Quintian meadows. Here the hill * 
How holy, where a generous people, twice, 
Twice going forth, in terrible anger sate 
Armd; and, their wrongs redress’d, at once gave 
nor | 
Helmet and shield, and sword and spear thrown - 
down, 
And every hand uplifted, every heart 
Pour’d out in thanks to Heaven. 
Once again 
We look ; and, lo, the sea is white with sails 
Innumerable, wafting to the shore 
Treasures untold ; the vale, the promontories, 
À dream of glory ; temples, palaces, 
Call d up as by enchantment ; aqueducts 
Among the groves and glades rolling along 
Rivers, on many an arch high over-head ; 
And in the centre, like à burning-sun, 
The Imperial City! They have now subdued 
AI nations. But where they who led them forth : 
Who, when at lenoth released by victory, 


* Mons Sacer. 
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(Buckler and spear hung up—but not to rust) 
Held poverty no evil, no reproach, 
Living on little with a cheerful mind, 
The Dec, the Fabricü? Where the spade : 
And reaping-hook, among their household-things 
Duly transmitted? In the hands of men 
Made captive; while the master and his guests, 
Reclining, quaff in gold, and roses swim, 
Summer and winter, through the circling year, 
On the Falernian—in the hands of men 
Drage’d into slavery, with how many more 
Spared but to die, a public spectacle, 
In combat with each other, and required 
To fall with grace, with dignity to sink, 
While life is gushing, and the plaudits ring 
Faint and yet fainter on their failing ear, 
As models for the sculptor. 
But their days, 
Their hours are number’ d. Hark, a yell, a shriek, 
À barbarous dissonance, loud and yet louder, 


That echoes from the mountain to the sea! 


And mark, beneath us, like a bursting cloud, 
The LR moving | ! Had they pe 


All, that the earth should from her womb bring . 


forth 

New nations to destroy them? From the depth . 
Of forests, from what none had dared explore, 
Regions of thrilling ice, as though im ice 
Engendered, multiplied, they pour along, 
Shagey and huge! Host after host, they come; 
The Goth, the Monda: and again the Goth ! 

Once more we Le and all is still as night, 
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AI desolate ! Groves, temples, palaces, 
Swept from the sight, and nothing visible, 
Amid the sulphurous vapours that exhale 
As from a land accurst, save here and there 
An empty tomb, a fragment like the limb 
Of some dismember’d giant. In the midst 

_ À City stands, her domes and turrets crown’d 
With many a cross ; but they, that issue forth, 
Wander like strangers who had built among 
The mighty ruins, silent, spiritless : 
And on the road, where once we might have met 
Cæsar and Cato, and men more than kings, 
We meet, none else, the pilgrim and the beggar. 


VIL 
THE ROMAN PONTIFFS. 


Taose ancient men, what were they, who achieved 

À sway beyond the greatest conquerors ; 

Setting their feet upon the necks of kings, 

And, through the world, subduing, chaining down 
The free immortal spirit? Were they not 

Mighty magicians? Theirs a wondrous spell, 
… Where true and false were with infernal art 

Close interwoven ; where together met 

Blessings and curses, threats and promises ; 

And with the terrors of Futurity 

Mingled whate’er enchants and fascinates, 

Music and painting, sculpture, rhetoric 

And architectural pomp, such as none else ; 

And dazzling light, and darkness visible ! * 

Wat in his day the Syracusan sought, 
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Another world to plant his engines on, 

They had; and, having it, like gods, not men, 
Moved this world at their pleasure. Ere they came, 
Their shadows, stretching far and wide, were known, 
And Two, that look’d beyond the visible sphere, 
Gave notice of their coming—he who saw 

The Apocalypse; and he of elder time, 

Who in an awful vision of the night 

Saw the Four Kingdoms. Distant as they were, 
Well might those holy men be filled with fear! 


VIIL. 
CAIUS CESTIUS. 


Wxex Jam inclined to be serious, I love to wander 
up and down before the tomb of Caius Cestius. The 
Protestant burial-ground is there; and most of the 
little monuments are erected to the young ; young men . 
of promise, cut off when on their travels, full of en- 
thusiasm, full of enjoyment; brides, in the bloom of 
their beauty, on their first journey ; or children, borne 
from home in search of health. This stone was placed 
by his fellow-travellers, young as himself, who will re- 
turn to the house of his parents without him; that, 
by a husband or father, now in his native country. 
His heart is buried in that grave. 

It is à quiet and sheltered nook, covered in the 
winter with violets; and the Pyramid, that over- 
shadows it, gives it a classical and singularly solemn 
air. You feel an interest there, a sympathy you were 
not prepared for. You are yourself in a foreign land; 
and they are for the most part your countrymen. They 


118 | EST CARRE FF 
call upon you in your mother-tongue—in English—in 
words unknown to a native, known only to yourselves: 
and the tomb of Cestius, that old majestic pile, has 
this also in common with them. Itis itself a stranger, 
among strangers. It has stood there till the language 
spoken round about it has changed ; and the shepherd, 

… born at the foot, can read its inscription no longer. 


IX. 
THE NUN. 

TT 18 over; and her lovely cheek is now 
On her hard pillow—-there, alas, to be 
Nightly, through many and many a dreary hour, 
Wan, often wet with tears, and (ere at length 
Her place is empty, and another comes) 
In anguish, in the ghastliness of death; 
Hers never more to leave those mournful walls, 
Even on her bier. 

T is over; and the rite, 
With all its pomp and harmony, is now 
Floating before her. She arose at home, 
To be the show, the idol of the day; 
Her vesture gorgeous, and her starry head— 
No rocket, bursting in the midnight-sky, | 
So dazzling. When to-morrow she awakes, 
She will awake as though she still was there, 
Still in her father’s house; and lo, a cell 4 
Narrow and dark, nought Ho the gloom dis- 4 
cerned, 

Nought save the crucifix, the rosary, 
And the grey habit lymg by to shroud : 50 
Her beauty and grace. TELE 
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| When on her knees she fell, 
_ Entering the solemn place of consecration, 

And from the latticed gallery came a chaunt, 
Of Psalms, most saint-like, most angelical, 
Verse after verse sung out, how holily! 
The strain returning, and still, still returning, 
Methought it acted like a spell upon her, 
And she was casting off her earthly dross ; 
Yet it was sad as sweet, and, ere it closed, 
Came like a dirge. When her fair head was shorn, 
And the long tresses in her hands were laïd, 
That she might fling them from her, saying, “Thus, 
Thus I renounce the world and worldly things ! ? 
When, as she stood, her bridal ornaments 
Were, one by one, removed, even to the last, 
That she might say, flinging them from her, “ Thus, 
Thus I renounce the world!” When all was chang’d 


_ And, as a nun, in homeliest guise she knelt, 


Veil’d in her veil, crown’d with her silver crown, 
Her crown of lilies as the spouse of Christ, 
Well might her strength forsake her, and her knees 
Fail in that hour! Well might the holy man, 
He, at whose feet she knelt, give as by stealth 
(T was in her utmost need; nor, while she lives, 5 
Will it go from her, fleeting as it was) 
That faint but fatherly smile, that smile of love 
And pity ! 

Like a dream the whole is fled ; 
And they, that came in idleness to gaze 
Upon the victim dress’ d for sacrifice, 
Are mingling in the world; thou in thy cell 
Forgot, Teresa. Yet, among them all, 
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None were so form’d to love, and to be loved, 
None to delight, adorn ; and on thee now 
À curtain, blacker than the night, is dropp'd - 
Forever! In thy gentle bosom sleep 
Feelings, affections, destined now to die, 
To wither like the blossom in the bud, 
Those of a wife, à mother ; leaving there 
À cheerless void, a chill as of the grave, 
À languor and a lethargy of soul, 
Death-like, and gathering more and more, till Death 
Comes to release thee. Ah, what now to thee, 
What now to thee the treasure of thy Youth ? 
Às nothing ! 
But thou canst not yet reflect 
Calmly ; so many things, strange and perverse, 
That meet, recoil, and go but to return, 
The monstrous birth of one eventful day, | 
Troubling thy spirit—from the first at dawn, 
The rich arraying for the nuptial feast, 
To the black pall, the requiem.” 
AI in turn 
Revisit thee, and round thy lowly bed 
Hover, uncall' 4. The Young and mnocent heart, 
How is it beating? Has it no regrets ? 
Discoverest thou no weakness lurking there ? 
But thine exhausted frame has sunk to rest, 
Peace to thy slumbers ! 


ee 
THE FIRE-FLY. 
THERE is an insect, that, when evening comes, 
Small though he be and scarce distinguishable, 
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Like Evening clad in soberest livery, 
Unsheathes his wings, and through the woods and 
glades 

Scatters a marvellous splendour. On he wheels, 
Blazing by fits as from excess of joy, 
Each gush of light a gush of ecstacy ; 
Nor unaccompanied ; thousands that fimg 
À radiance all their own, not of the day, 
Thousands as bright as he, from dusk till dawn, 
Soaring, descending. 

In the mother’s lap 
Well may the child put forth his little hands, 
Singino the nursery-song he learnt so soon; 
And the young nymph, pr eparing for the FeURe 
By brook or fountainside, in many a brail 
Wreathing her golden hair, well may she cry, 
‘Come hither; and the JOUR gathering rcund, 
Shall say, Flor etta emulates the NE 
Spangling her head with stars” 

Oft have I met 

This shining race, when in the Tusculan groves 
My path no longer glimmerd; oft among 
Those trees religious once and always green, 
That yet dream out their stories of old Ro 
Over the Alban lake ; oft met and haïld, 
Where the Here Anio thunders Roe 


And through the surging mist a poet’s Lo 


(So some aver, and who would not believe ?) 
Reveals itself. 

Yet cannot I forget 
Him, who rejoiced me in those walks at eve, 


_ My earliest, pleasantest; who dwells unseen, 
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And in our northern clime, when all is still, 
Nightly keeps watch, nightly in bush or brake 
His lonely lamp rekindling.* Unlike theirs 

His, if less dazzling, through the darkness knows 
No intermission ; sending forth its ray 

Through the green leaves, a ray serene and clear 
As Virtue’s own. 


XT 
FOREIGN TRAVEL. 


Ir was in a splenetic humour that I sate me down 
to my scanty fare at Terracina; and how long I should 
have contemplated the lean thrushes in array before … 

- me, Î cannot say, if a cloud of smoke, that drew the 
tears into my eyes, had not burst from the green and 
leafy boughs on the hearth-stone. “Why,” I exclaimed, 
starting up from the table, “ why did I leave my own 
chimney-corner ?—But am I not on the road to Brun- 

 dusium? And are not these the very calamities that 
befell Horace and Virgil, and Mæcenas, and Plotius, » 
and Varius? Horace laughed at them—then why 
should not I? Horace resolved to turn them to ac- 
count ; and Virgil—cannot we hear him observing, that 
. to remember them will, by and by, be a pleasure ?” 
_- My soliloquy reconciled me at once to my fate; and : 
when, for the twentieth time, I had looked through the 
window on a sea sparkling with innumerable brilliants, 
. a sea on which the heroes of the Odyssey and the : 


* The glow-worm. 
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Eneid had saïled, I sat down as to a splendid banquet. 
My thrushes had the fiavour of ortolans; and I ate 
with an appetite I bad not known before. 

“Who,” I cried, as I poured out my last glass of 
Falernian,* (for Falernian it was said to be, and in my 
eyes 1£ ran bright and clear as a topaz-stone)—# who 
would remain at home, could he do otherwise? Who 
would submit to tread that dull, but daily round; his 
hours forgotten as soon as spent ?” and, opening my 
journal-book, and dipping my pen into my ink-horn, I 
determined, as far as I could, to justify myself and my 
countrymen in wandering over the face of the earth. 
“It may serve me,” said I, “ as à remedy in some future 
fit of the spleen.” 


Ours is a nation of travellers; + and no wonder, 
when the elements, air, water, fire, attend at our bid- 
ding, to transport us from shore to shore; when the 
ship rushes into the deep, her track the foam as of 
some mighty torrent; and, in three hours or less, we 
stand gazing and gazed at among a foreign people. 
None want an excuse. If rich, they go to enjoy; if 
poor, to retrench ; if sick, to recover; if studious, to 
learn ; if learned, to relax from their studies. But 
whatever they may say, whatever they may believe, 


* We arenow within a few hours of the Campania Felix. On the 
colour and flavour of Falernian, consult Galen and Dioscorides. 

+ As indeed it always was, contributing those of every degree, from a 
milors with his suite to him whose only attendant is his shadow. Coryate 
in 1608 performed his journey on foot; and returning, hung up his shoes 
in his village church as an ex-voto. Goldsmith, a century and a half af- 
terwards, followed in nearly the same path; playing a tune on his flnte to 
_ procure admittance, whenever Le approached a cottage at night-fall. 
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they go for the most part on the same errand; nor 
will those who reflect, think that errand an idle one. 

Almost all men are over-anxious. No sooner do 
they enter the world, than they lose that taste for na- 
tural and simple pleasures, so remarkable in early life. 
Every hour do they ask themselves what progress they 
have made in the pursuit of wealth or honour ; and on 
they go as their fathers went before them, till, weary 
and sick at heart, they look back with a sigh of regret 
to the golden time of their childhood. 

Now travel, and foreign travel more particularly, 
restores to us in a great degree what we have lost. 
When the anchor is heaved, we double down the leaf; 
and for a while at least all effort is over. The old 
cares are left clustering round the old objects ; and at 
every step, as we proceed, the slightest cireumstance 
_amuses and interests. All is new and strange. We 
surrender ourselves, and feel once again as children. 
Like them, we enjoy eagerly ; like them, when we fret, 


we fret only for the moment ; and here indeed the re 


semblance is very remarkable, for if a journey has its 
pains as well as its pleasures (and there is nothing 
unmixed in this world), the pains are no sooner over 
than they are forgotten, while the pleasures live long 
in the memory. 


Nor is it surely without another advantage. If 


life be short, not so to many ot us are its days and its … 


hours. When the blood slumbers in the veins, how 
- often do we wish that the earth would turn faster on 


its axis, that the sun would rise and set before it does, … 


and, to escape from the weight of time, how many 
folies, how many crimes are committed! Men rush 


: 
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on danger, and even on death. Intrigue, play, foreign 
and domestic broil, such are their resources ; and, when 
these things fail, they destroy themselves. 

Now in Dore we multiply events, and inno- 
cently. We set out, as it were, on our role 
and many are those that occur to us, morning, noon, 
and night. The day we come to a place which we 
bave long heard and read of, and in Italy we do so 
eontinually, it is an erain our lives; and from that 
moment the very name calls up a picture. How de- 
Hghtfully too does the knowledge flow in upon us, and 
how fast !* Would he who sat in a corner of his li- 
brary, poring over books and maps, learn more or so 
much in the time, as he who, with his eyes and his 
heart open, is receiving impressions, all day long, 
from the things themselves ?+ How accurately do 
they arrange themselves in our memory, towns, rivers, 
- mountains ; and in what living colours do we recall 
the dresses, manners and customs of the people! Our 
sight is the noblest of all our senses. “It fills the 
mind with most ideas, converses with ïts objects at 
the greatest distance, sd continues longest in action 
‘without being tired. ” Our sight is on Le alert when 
we travel ; its exercise is ‘en so delightful, that 
we forget ihe profit in the pleasure. 

Like à river, that gathers, that refines as it runs, 


* To judge at once of a nation, we have only to throw our eyes on the 
markets and the fields. If the markets are well supplied, the fields well 
cultivated, all is right. If otherwise, we may say and say truly, these 
people are barbarous or oppressed. 

+ Assuredly not, if the last has laid a proper foundation. Knowledge 
makes knowledge as money makes money, nor ever perhaps so fast as on à 
journey. 
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like a spring that takes its course through some rich 
vein of mineral, we improve and imperceptibly—nor 
in the head only, but in the heart. Our prejudices 
leave us, one by one. Seas and mountains are no longer 
our boundaries. We learn to love, and esteem, and 
admire beyond them. Our benevolence extends itself 
with our knowledge. And must we not return better 
citizens than we went? For the more we become 


acquainted with the institutions of other countries, the. 


more highly must we value our own. 


I throw down my per in triumph. “The ques 
tion,” said I, “is set.to rest for ever. And yet—” 

“ And yet—” I must still say. The wisest of men 
seldom went out of the walls of Athens; and for that 


worst of evils, that sickness of the soul, to which we. 


are most liable wken most at our ease, is there not after 
all a surer and yet pleasanter remedy, a remedy for 
which we have only to cross the threshold? A Pied- 
montese nobleman, into whose company I fell at Turin, 
had not long before experienced its efficacy ; and his 


story, which he told me without reserve, was as. 


follows : 
“Lwas weary of life, and, after a day, such as few 


have known and none would wish to remember, was hur- ! 


rying along the street to the river, when I felt asudden. 


check. I turned and beheld a little boy, who had 
caught the skirt of my cloak in his anxiety to solicit 
my notice. His look and manner were irresistille. 
- Not less so was the lesson he had learnt. 
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“(There are six of us; and we are dying for want 
_ of food.—* Why should I not, said I to myself, ‘relieve 
this wretched family ? I have the means; and it will 
not delay me many minutes. But what if it does?? 
The scene of misery he conducted me to, I cannot 
describe. I threw them my purse; and their burst of 
gratitude overcame me. It filled my eyes-—it went as 
a cordial to my heart. ‘I will call again to-morrow, 
I cried. ‘Fool that I was, to think of leaving a world 
where such pleasure was to be had, and so cheaply!?? 


XIL 
THE FOUNTAIN. 


Ir was a well 
Of whitest marble, white as from the quarry ; 
And richly wrought with many a high relief, 
Greek sculpture—in some earlier day perhaps 
À tomb, and honour’d with a hero’s ashes. 
The water from the rock fill d, overflow’d it; 
Then dash’d away, playing the prodigal, 
And soon was lost—stealing unseen, unheard, 
Through the long grass, and round the trbted roots . 
Of aged trees; discovering where it ran 
By the fresh verdure, Overcome with heat, 
I threw me down; admiring, as I Lay, 
That shady nook, a singing-place for birds, 
That grove so intricate, so full of flowers, 
More than enough to please a child a-Maying. 


The sun was down, a distant convent-bell 


Ringing the Angelus ; and now approach’ d 


\ 
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The hour for stir and village-sossip there, 
The hour Rebekah came, when from the well 
She drew with such alacrity to serve 

The stranger and his camels. Soon I heard 
Footsteps ; and lo, descending by a path 
Trodden for ages, many a nymph appear’d, 
Appear’d and vanish’d, bearing on her head 
Her earthen pitcher. It calld up the day 
Ulysses landed there; and long I gazed, 


Like one awaking in a distant time. 


At length there came the loveliest of them all, 
Her little brother dancing down before her; 
And ever as he spoke, which he did ever, 
Turning and looking up in warmth of heart 
And brotherly affection. Stopping there, 
She join’d her rosy hands, and, filling them 
With the pure element, gave him to drink; 
And, while he quench’d his thirst, standing on tiptoe, 
Look’ d down upon him with a sister’s smile, 
Nor stirr d till he had done, fix’ d as a statue, 


Then hadst thou seen them as they stood, Canova, 
_Thou hadst endow’d them with immortal youth ; 
And they had evermore lived undivided, 
Winning all hearts—of all thy works the fairest. 


XIIL 


BANDITTI. 


T5 a wild life, fearful and full of change, 
The mountain-robber’s. On the watch he lies, É 
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Levelling his carbine at the passenger ; 
And, when his work is done, he dares not sleep. 


Time was, the trade was nobler, if not honest ; 
When they that robb’d, were men of better faith 
Than kings or pontiffs, when, such reverence 
The Poet drew among the woods and wilds, 

À voice was heard, that never bade to spare, 
Crying aloud, “ Hence to the distant hills! 
Tasso approaches; he, whose song beguiles 
The day of half its hours; whose sorcery 
Dazzles the sense, turnimg our forest-glades 
To üists that blaze with gorgeous armory, 
Our mountain-caves to regal palaces, 
Hence, nor descend till ke or his are gone, 
Let him fear nothing.” 
When along the shore, 

And ne the path that, wandering on its way, 
Leads through the fatal grove See Tully fell 
(Grey and Ds an ancient tomb is there), 
He came and they withdrew: they were a race 
Careless of life in others and themselves, 
For they had learnt their lesson in a camp; 
But not ungenerous. ?T is no longer so. 
Now crafty, cruel, torturing ere they slay 
The unhappy captive, and rh bitter jests 
Mocking misfortune; vain, fantastical, 
Wearing whatever SR in the ns 
And most devout, though when they kneel and pray 
With every bead they could recount a murder. 
As by a spell they start up in array, 
As by a spell they vanish—theirs a band, 

9 


130 ITALY. 


are 


Not as elsewhere of outlaws, but of such 
Às sow and reap, and at the cottage-door 
Sit to receive, return the traveller’s greetiug, 
Now in the garb of peace, now silently 
Arming and issuing forth, led on by men 
Whose names on innocent lips are words of fear, 
Whose lives have long been forfeit. 

Some there are 
That, ere they rise to this bad eminence, 
Lurk, night and day, the plague-spot visible, 
The guilt that says, Beware: and mark we now 
Him, where he lies, who erouches for his prey 
At the bridge-foot, in some dark cavity 
Scoop’ by the waters, or some gaping tomb, 
Nameless and tenantless, whence the red fox 
Slunk as he enter’d. There he broods in spleen 
Gnawing his beard ; his rough and sinewy frame 
O’erwritten with the story of his life : 


_ On his wan cheek a sabre-cut, well-earn’d 


In foreign warfare; on his breast the brand 
Indelible, burnt in when to the port 
He clank’d his chain, among à hundred more 
Dragg’d ignominiously : on every limb 
Memorials of his glory and his shame, 
Stripes of the lash and honourable SCATS, 
And channels here and there worn to the bone 
By galling fetters. 

He comes slowly forth, 
Unkennelling, and up that savage dell 
Anxiously looks; his cruise, an ample gourd 
(Duly replenish’d from the vintner*s cask), 
Slung from his shoulder; in his breadth of belt : 
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Two pistols and a dagger yet uncleansed, 

À parchment scrawld with uncouth characters, 
And a small vial, his last remedy, 

His cure, when all things fail No noise is heard, 
Save when the rugged bear and the gaunt wolf 
Howl in the upper region, or a fish 

Leaps in the gulph beneath.—But now he kneels 
And (like a scout when listening to the tramp 
Of horse or foot) lays his experienced ear 

Close to the ground, then rises and explores, 
Then kneels again, and, his short rifle-gun 
Against his cheek, waits patiently. 

Two Monks, 
Portly, grey-headed, on their gallant steeds, 
Descend where yet a mouldering eross o’erhangs 
The grave of one that from the precipice 
Fell in an evil hour. Their bridle-bells 
Ring merrily ; and many a loud, long laugh 
Re-echoes ; but at once the sounds are lost. 
Unconscious of the good in store below, 

The holy fathers have turn’d off, and now 
Cross the brown heath, ere-long to wag their beards 
Before my lady-abbess, and discuss 
Things only known to the devout and pure 
O’er her spiced bowl—then shrive the sisterhood, 
Sitting by turns with an inclining ear 
In the confessional. 
He moves his lips 
As with a curse—then paces up and down, 
Now fast, now slow, brooding and-muttering on; 
Gloomy alike to him the past, the future 
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But hark, the nimble tread of numerous feet ! 
—T is but a dappled herd, come down to slake 
Their thirst in the cool wave. He turns and aims— 
Then checks himself, unwilling to disturb 
The sleeping echoes. 

Once again he earths ; 
Slipping away to house with them beneath, 
His old companions in that hiding-place, 

The bat, the toad, the blind-worm, and the newt; 
And hark, a footstep, firm and confident, 
As of a man in haste. Nearer it draws : 
And now is at the entrance of the den. 
Ha ! t is a comrade, sent to gather in 
The band for some great enterprise. 

Who wants 
À sequel, may read on. The unvarnish’d tale, 
That follows, will supply the place of one. 
"T was told me by the Marquis of Ravina, 
When in a blustering night he shelter’d me 
In that brave castle of his ancestors 

 O’er Garigliano, and is such indeed 
Às every day brings with it—in a land 
Where laws are trampled on, and lawless men 
Walk in the sun ; but it should not be lost, 
For it may serve to bind us to our country. 


XIV: 
AN ADVENTURE. 


Turee days they lay in ambush at my gate, 
Then sprung and led me captive. Many a wild 
We traversed; but Rusconi, # was no less, 
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March’d by my side, and, when I thirsted, climb’d 

The cliffs for water; though, whene’er he spoke, 

T was briefly, sullenly ; and on he led, 

Distinguish’d only by an amulet, 

That in a golden chain hung from his neck, 

À crystal of rare virtue. Night fell fast, 

When on a heath, black and immeasurable, 

He turn’d and bade them halt. ’T was where the 
earth 

Heaves o’er the dead—where erst some Alaric 

Fought his last fight, and every warrior threw 

À stone to tell for ages where he lay. 


Then all advanced, and, ranging in a square, 
Stretch’d forth their arms as on the holy cross 
From each to each their sable cloaks extending, 
That, like the solemn hangings of a tent, 

Cover’d us round ; and in the midst I stood, 
Weary and fait, and face to face with one, 
Whose voice, whose look dispenses life and death, 
Whose heart knows no relentings. Instantly 
A light was kindled, and the Bandit spoke. 

“TI know thee. Thou hast sought us, for the sport 
Shipping thy blood-hounds with a hunter’s cry, 
And thou hast found at last. Were I as thou, 

Jin thy grasp as thou art now in ours, 

Soon should I make a midnight-spectacle, 
Soon, limb by limb, be mangled on à wheel, 
Then gibbeted to blacken for the vultures. 
But I would teach thee better —how to spare. 

. Write as I dictate. If thy ransom comes, 

Thou livest. If not—but answer not, [ pray, 
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Lest thou provoke me. I may strike thee dead ; 
And know, young man, it is an easier thing 
To do it than to say it. Write, and thus” — 


I wrote. “’T is well” he cried. “ A peasant-boy. 
Trusty and swift of foot, shall bear it hence. 
Meanwhile lie down and rest. This cloak of mine 
Will serve thee ; it has weather’d many a storm.” 
The watch was set; and twice it had been changed, 
When morning broke, and a wild bird, a hawk, 
Flew in a circle, screaming. I look’d up 
And all were gone, save him who now kept guard, 
And on his arms lay musing. Young he seem’d, 
And sad, as though he could indulge at will 
Some secret sorrow. “Thou shrink’st back,” he said, 
“ Well may’st thou, lying, as thou dost, so near 
À ruffian—one for ever link’ and bound 
To guilt and infamy. There was a time 
When he had not perhaps been deem’d unworthy, 
When he had watch’d that planet to its settina, 
And dwelt with pleasure on the meanest thing 
That Nature has given birth to. Now ’t is past. 


“ Wouldst thou know more ? My story is an 

old one. 

I loved, was scorn’d : I trusted, was betray’d : 

And in my anguish, my necessity, 

Met with the fiend, the tempter—in Rusconi. 

Why thus?’ he cried. ‘Thou wouldst be free, and 
darest not. 

Come and assert thy birth-right while thou canst, . 

À robber’s cave is better than a dungeon ; 


LTATL Y. 135 


And death itself, what is it at the worst, 
What, but a harlequin’s leap?? Him I had known, 
Had served with, suffer’d with ; and on the walls 
Of Capua, when the moon went down, I swore 
Allegiance on his dagger. 
Dost thou ask 

How I have kept my oath? Thou shalt be told, 
Cost what it may.—But grant me, I implore, 
Grant me a passport to some distant land, 
That Ï may never, never more be named. 
Thou wilt, I know thou wilt. 

Two months ag. 
When on a vineyard-hill we lay conceal’d 
And scattered up and down as we were wont, 
I heard a damsel singing to herself, 
And soon espied her, coming all alone, 
In her first beauty. Up a path she came 
Leafy and intricate, singing her song, 
À song of love, by suatches; breaking off 
If but a flower, an insect in the sun 
Pleased for an instant; then as careless]y 
The strain resuming, and, where’er she stopt, 
Rising on tiptoe underneath the boughs 
To pluck a grape in very wantonness. 
Her look, her mien and maiden-ornaments 
Show'd gentle birth ; and, step by step, she came 
Nearer and nearer to the dreadful snare. 
None else were by, and, as I gazed unseen, 
Her youth, her innocence and gaiety 
Went to my heart; and, starting up, I cried, 
Fly—for your life!” Alas, she shrick’d, she fell, 
And, as I caught her falling, all rush’d forth. 
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‘A Wood-nymph !? said Rusconi. ‘By the light, 
Lovely as Hebe! Lay her in the shade. 

I heard him not. I stood as in a trance. 

What!” he exclaim’d with a malicious smile, 

‘ Wouldst thou rebel ?”’ I did as he required. 
‘Now bear her hence to the well-head below 

À few cold drops will animate this marble. 

Go! T is an office all will envy thee; 

But thou hast earn’d it. 

| As I stagser’d down, 

Unvwilling to surrender her sweet body ; 

Her golden hair dishevell’d on a neck 

Of snow, and her fair eyes closed as in sleep, 
Frantic with love, with hate, ‘Great God !? I cried 
(I had almost forgotten how to pray), | 

Why may I not, while yet—while yet I can, 
Release her from a thraldom worse than death ?? 
’T was done as soon as said. I kiss’ d her brow 
And smote her with my dagger. A short Cry 

She utter’d, but she stirr’d not; and to heaven 
Her gentle spirit fled. ?T was where the path 

In ïts descent turn’d suddenly. No eye 

Observed me, though their steps were following fast, ‘ 
But soon a yell broke forth, and all at once à 
Level] 4 their deadly aim. Then I had ceased 

To trouble or be troubled, and had now 

: (Would I were there !) been slumbering in my grave 

Had not Rusconi with a terrible shout 

Thrown himself in between us, and exclaimd, 
-Grasping my arm, ‘’T is bravely, nobly done! 

Is it for deeds like these thou wear’st a sword ? 
Was this the business that thou camest upon ? 
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—-But ‘t is his first offence, and let it pass. 
Like the young tiger he has tasted blood, 
And may do much hereafter. He can strike 
Home to the hilt” Then in an undertone, 
‘Thus wouldst thou justify the pledge I gave, 
When in the eyes of all I read distrust ? 
For once, and on his cheek, methought, I saw 
The blush of virtue, ‘ I will save thee, Albert 
Again, ÏI cannot, ” 

Ere his tale was told, 
As on the heath we lay, my ransom came; 
And in six days, with no ungrateful Gr 
Albert was sailing on a quiet sea. 
—But the night wears, and thou art much in need 
Of rest. The young Antonio with his torch, 
Is waiting to conduct thee to thy chamber. 


XV. 
NAPLES. 


Tuus region, surely, is not of the earth.* 
Was it not dropt from heaven. Nota grove, 
Citron, or pine, or cedar, not a grot 
Sea-worn and mantled with the gadding vine, 
But breathes enchantment. Not a cliff but flings 
On the clear wave some image of delight, 
Some cabin-roof glowing with crimson flowers, 
Some ruin’d temple or fallen monument, 
To muse on as the bark is ghding by, 
And be it mine to muse there, mine to glide, 


# Un pezzo di cielo caduto in terra.—Sannazaro. 
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From daybreak, when the mountain pales his fire 


Yet more and more, and from the mountain-top, 
Till then invisible, a smoke ascends, 
Solemn and slow, as erst from Ararat, 
When he, the Patriarch, who escaped the Flood, 
Was with his household sacrificing there— 
From daybreak to that hour, the last and best, 
When, one by one, the fishing-boats come forth, 
Each with its glimmering lantern at the prow, 
And, when the nets are thrown, the evening hymn 
Steals o’er the trembling waters. 

Everywhere 
Fable and truth have shed, in rivalry, 
Each her peculiar influence. Fable came, 
And laugh’d and sung, arraying Truth in flowers, 
Like à young child her grandam. Fable came; 
Earth, sea and sky reflecting, as she flew, 
À thousand, thousand colours not their own : 
And at her bidding, lo! a dark descent 
To Tartarus, and those thrice happy fields, 
Those fields with ether pure and purple hght 
Ever invested, scenes by him described.* 


Who here was wont to wander, record 


What they reveald, and on the western shore 
Sleeps in a silent grove, o’erlooking thee, 
Beloved Parthenope. 

Yet here, methinks, 
Truth wants no ornament, in her own shape 
Filing the mind by turns with awe and love, 
By turns inclinimg to wild ecstacy, 


* Virgil. 
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And soberest meditation. 

Here the vines 
Wed, each her elm, and o’er the golden grain 
Hang their luxuriant clusters, chequering 
The sunshine ; where, when cooler shadows fall 
And the mild moon her fairy net-work weaves, 
The lute, or mandoline, accompanied 
By many a voice yet sweeter than their own, 
Kindles, nor slowly ; and the dance * displays 
The gentle arts and witcheries of love, 
Its hopes and fears and feignings, till the youth 
Drops on his knee as vanquishd, and the maid, 
Her tambourine uplifting with a grace, 
Natures and Natures only, bids him rise. 


But here the mighty Monarch underneath, 
He in his palace of fire, diffuses round 
A dazzling splendour. Here, unseen, unheard, 
Opening another Eden in the wild, 
He works his wonders: save, when issuing forth 
In thunder, he blots out the sun, the sky, 
And, mingling all things earthly as in scorn, 
Exalts the valley, lays the mountain low, 
Pours many a torrent from his burning lake, 
And in an hour of universal mirth, 
What time the trump proclaims the festival, 
Buries some capital city, there to sleep 
The sleep of ages—till a plow, a spade 
Disclose the secret, and the eye of day 
Glares coldly on the streets, the skeletons, 


* The Tarantella. 
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Each in his place, each in his gay attire, 
And eager to enjoy. 
Let us go round, 
And let the sail be slack, the course be slow, 
That at our leisure, as we coast along, 
We may contemplate, and from every scene 
Receive ïts influence. The Cumæan towers, 
There did they rise, sun-gilt ; and here thy groves, 
Delicious Baie. Here (what would they not ?) 
The masters of the earth, unsatisfied, 
Built in the sea; and now the boatman steers 
O’er many a erypt and vault yet glimmering, 
O’er many a broad and indestructible arch, 
The deep foundations of their palaces: 
Nothing now heard ashore, so great the change, 
Save when the sea-mew clamours, or the owl 
Hoots in the temple. 

What the mountainous Isle,* 
Seen in the South? ?T is where a Monster dwelt, y 
Who hurl'd his victims from the topmost clifr; 
Then and then only merciful, so slow, 
So subtle were the tortures they endured. 
Fearing and fear’d he lived, cursing and curs’d ; 
And still the dungeons in the rock breathe out 
Darkness, distemper.—$Strange, that one so vile 
Should from his den strike terror through the world ! 
Should, where withdrawn in his decrepitude, 
Say to the noblest, be they where they might, 
“ Go from the earth!” and from the eaxth they went. 
Yet such things were—and will be, when mankind 


* Capreæ. Ÿ Tiberius. 
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Losing all virtue, lose all energy; 
And for the loss incur the penalty 
Trodden down and trampled. 

Let us turn the prow, 
And in the track of him who went to die,* 
Traverse this valley of waters, landing where 
À waking dream awaits us: At a step 
Two thousand years roll backward, and we stand, 
Like those so long within that awful place, 
Immovable, nor asking, Can it be ? 


Once did I linger there alone, till day 
Closed, and at length the calm of twilight came, 
So grateful, yet so solemn! At the fount, 

Jnst where the three ways meet, I stood and look, 
(T was near a noble house, the house of Pansa), 
And all was still as in the long, long night 

That follow’d, when the shower of ashes fell, 
When they that sought Pompeïi, sought in vain ; 
It was not to be found. But now a ray, 

Bright and yet brighter, on the parement glanced, 
And on the wheel-track worn for centuries, 

And on the stepping-stones from side to side, 

G’er which the maidens, with their water-urns, 
Were wont to trip so lightly. Full and clear, 
The moon was rising, and at once reveald 

The name of every dweller, and his craft ; 

Shining throughout with an unusual lustre, 


And lighting up this City of the Dead. 
Here lived a miller; silent and at rest 


* The Elder Pliny. t Pompeii. 
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His mill-stones now. In old companionship 

Still do they stand as on the day he went, 

Each ready for its office—but he comes not. 

And here, hard by (where one in idleness 

Has stopp'd to scrawl à ship, an armed man; 

And in a tablet on the wall we read 

Of shows ere long to be), a sculptor wrought, 

Nor meanly; blocks, half chisell’d into life, 

Waiting his call. Here long, as yet attests 

The trodden-floor, an olive-merchant drew 

From many an ample jar, no more replenish’d ; 

And here from his a vintner served his guests 

Largely, the stain of his o’erflowing cups 

Fresh on the marble. On the bench, beneath, 

They sate, and quaff’d, and look’ on them that 
pass’ d, | 

Gravely discussing the last news from Rome. 


But lo, engraven on a threshold stone, 
That word of courtesy, so sacred once, 
Haïl! At a masters greeting we may enter. 
And lo, a fairy palace! everywhere, : 
As through the courts and chambers we advance, 
Floors of mosaic, walls of arabesque, 
And columns clustering in patrician splendour. 
But hark, a footstep! May we not intrude ? 
And now, methinks, I hear a gentle laugh, 
And gentle voices mingling as in converse ! 
— And now a harp-string as struck carelessly, 
And now—along the corridor it comes — 
I cannot err, a filling as of baths! 
—Ab, no, * is but a mockery of the sense, 
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Jdle and vain! We are but where we were; 
Still wandering in a City of the Dead ! 


XVI 
THE BAG OF GOLD. 


I pre very often with the good old Cardinal *** 
and, I should add, with his cats; for they always sit 
at his table, and are much the gravest of the company. 
His beaming countenance makes us forget his age; nor 
did I ever see it clouded till yesterday, when, as we 
were contemplating the sunset from his terrace, he hap- 
pened, in the course of our conversation, to allude to an 
affecting cireumstance in his early life. 

He had just left the University of Palermo and was 
entering the army, when he became acquainted with a 
young lady of great beauty and merit, a Sicilian of a 
family as illustrious as his own. Living near each 
other, they were often together; and, at an age bike 
theirs, friendship soon turns to love. But his father, 
for what reason I forget, refused his consent to their 
union; till, alarmed at the declining health of his son, 
he promised to oppose it no longer, if, after a separar 
tion of three years, they continued as much in love as 
ever. 

Relying on that promise, he said, I set out on a 
Jong journey, but in my absence the usual arts were 
resorted to. Our letters were intercepted ; and false 
 rumours were spread—irst of my indifference, then of 
my inconstancy, then of my marriage with a rich 
heiress of Sienna; and, when at length I returned t0 - 


make her my own, I found her in a convent of Ursuline 
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Nuns. She had taken the veil ; and I, said he with a 
sigh—vwhat else remained for me ?—T went into tne 
church. 

Yet many, he continued, as if to turn the conversa- 
tion, very many have been happy though we were not; 
and, if I am not abusing an old man's privilece, let me 
tell you a story with a better catastrophe. It was told 
to me when a boy; and you may not be unwilling to 
hear it, for it bears some resemblance to that of the 
Merchant of Venice. 

We were now arrived at a pavilion that commanded 
one of the noblest prospects imaginable; the moun- 
tains, the sea, and the islands iluminated by the last 
beams of day; and, sitting down there, he proceeded 
with his usual vivacity ; for the sadness which had come 
across him was gone. 

There lived in the fourteenth century, near Bologna, 

_ a widow-lady of the Lambertini family, called Madonna 
Lucrezia, who in a revolution of the state had known 
the bitterness of poverty, and had even hegged her 
bread; kneeling day after day like a statue at the 
gate of the cathedral ; her rosary in her left hand, and 
*ker right held out for charity ; her long black veil con- 
cealing à face that had once adorned a court, and had 
received the homage of as many sonnets as Petrarch 
has written on Laura. 

But fortune had at last relented ; a legacy from a 
distant relation had come to her relief; and she was 
now the mistress of à small inn at the foot of the 
Apennines; where she entertained as well as she ” 
could, and where those only stopped who were con 

tented with a little The house was still standing, 1 


… 
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 ghen in my youth I passed that way; though the sign 


of the White Cross, the Cross of the Hospitallers, was 
no longer to be seen over the door; a sign which she 
had taken, if we may believe the tradition there, in 
honour of a maternal uncle, a grand-master of that 
Order, whose achievements in Palestine she would 
sometimes relate. A mountain-stream ran through the 
garden ; and at no great distance, where the road turn- 
ed on its way to Bologna, stood a little chapel, in which 
a lamp was always burning before a picture of the 
Virgin, a picture of great antiquity, the work of some 
Greek artist. 

Here she was dwelling, respected by all who knew 
her; when an event took place, which threw her into 
the deepest affliction. It was at noon-day in Septem- 
ber thet three foot-travellers arrived, and, seating 
themselves on a bench under her vine-trellis, were sup- 
plied with a flagon of Aleatico by a lovely girl, her 
only child, the image of her former self. The eldest 
spoke like a Venetian, and his beard was short and 
pointed after the fashion of Venice. In his demeanour 
he affected great courtesy, but his look inspired little 
confidence; for when he smiled, which he did contin- 
ually, it was with his lips only, not with his eyes ; and 
they were always turned from yours. His companions 
were bluff and frank in their manner, and on their 
tongues had many a soldier’s oath. In their hats they 
wore a medal, such as in that age was often distributed 
in war ; and they were evidently subalterns in one of 


those Free Bands which were always ready to serve in 
. any quarrel, if a service it could be called, where a 


battle was little more than a mockery ; and the slain, 
10 
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as on an opera-stage, were up and fighting to-morrow 
Overcome with the heat, they threw aside their cloaks ; 
and, with their gloves tucked under their belts, con- 
tinued for some time in earnest conversation. 

At length they rose to go; and the Venetians thus 
. addressed their Hostess. “Excellent Lady, may we 
leave under your roof, for a day or two, this bag of 
gold?” “Vou may,” she replied gaily. “But re- 
member, we fasten only with a latch. Bars and bolts, 
we have none in our village; and, if we had, where 
would be your security ?? 

“In your word, Lady.” 

# But what if I died to-night? Where would it 
be then?” said she, laughing. “The money would go 
to the church ; for none could claim it.” 

“Perhaps you will favour us with an acknowledg. 
ment.” 

“If you will write it.” 


An acknowledgment was written accordingly, and 


she signed it before Master Bartolo, the village phy- 
sician, who had just called by chance to learn the news 
of the day ; the gold to be delivered when applied for, 
but to be delivered (these were the words) not to one 


—nor to two—but to the three; words wisely intro. 
. duced by those to whom it belonged, knowing what 


they knew of each other. The gold they had just re- 
leased from a miser’s chest in Perugia; and they were 
now on a scent that promised more. 

They and their shadows were no sooner ee 
than the Venetian returned, saying, “Give me leave to 
set 11ÿ seal on the bag, as the others have done; ” and 
-she placed it on a table before him. But in that mo- 
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ment she was called away to receive a Cavalier, who 
had just dismounted from his horse; and, when she 
came back, it was gone. The temptation had proved 
irresistible ; and the man and the money had vanished 
together. 

& Wretched woman that I am!” she cried, as in 
an agony of grief she fell on her daughter’s neck, 
“What will become of us? Are we again to be cast 
out into the wide world ?—Unhappy child, would that 
thou hadst never been born!” and all day long she 
lamented ; but her tears availed her little. The others 
were not slow in returning to claim their due; and 
there were no tidings of the thief: he had fled far 
away with his plunder. À process against her was 
instantly begun in Bologna; and what defence could 
she make ?—how release herself from the obligation of 
the bond? Wilfully or in negligence she had parted 
with it to one, when she should have kept it for all; 
and inevitable ruin awaited her ! ee 

«Go, Gianetta” said she to her daughter, “take 
this veil which your mother has worn and wept under | 
so often, añd implore the Counsellor Calderino to plead _ 
for us on the day of trial He is generous, and will 
Listen to the unfortunate. But, if he will not, go from 
door to door; Monaldi cannot refuse us. Make haste, 
my child ; but remember the chapel as you pass by it. 
Nothing prospers without à prayer.” 

Alas, she went, but in vain. These were retained 
against them ; those demanded more than they had to 
give; and all bade them despair. What was 10 be 
done? No advocate; and the cause to come on to- 


_ morrow | 
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Now Gianetta had a lover; and he was a student 
of the law, a young man of great promise, Lorenzo 
Martelll He had studied long and diligently under 
that learned lawyer, Giovanni Andreas, who, though 
little of stature, was great in renown, and by his con- 
temporaries was called the Arch-doctor, the Rabbi of 
Doctors, the Light of the World. Under him he had 
studied, sitting on the same bench with Petrarch; and 
also under his daughter, Novella, who would, often 
lecture to the scholars, when her father was otherwise 
engaged, placing herself behind a small curtain, lest 


her beanty should divert their thoughts ; a precaution 


in this instance at least unnecessary, Lorenzo having 
lost his heart to another.* 

To him she flies in her necessity; but of what 
assistance can he be? He has just taken his place at 
the bar, but he has never spoken ; and how stand up 
alone, unpractised and unprepared as he is, against an 
array that would alarm the most experienced ?—“* Were 
J as mighty as Lam weak,” said he, “my fears for you 
would make me as nothing But I will be there, Gia- 


 netta; and may the Friend of the Friendless give me | 
strength in that hour! Even now my heart fails me; 


but, come what will, while I have a loaf to share, you 


and your mother shall never want. I will beg through 


the world for you.” 


The day arrives, and the court assembles. The 


claim is stated, and the evidence given. And now the 


. A 5 . | 
* Ce pourroit être, says Bayle, la matière d’un joli problème on pour- 


.…  roit examiner si cette fille avançoit, ou si elle retardoit le profit de ses 


auditeurs, en leur cachant son beau visage. Il y auroit cent choses à dire 


pour et contre là-dessus. 


_ defence is called for—but none is made; not a syllable 


is uttered ; and, after a pause and a consultation of 


some minutes, the Judges are proceeding to give judg- 
ment, silence having been proclaimed in the Court, 
when Lorenzo rises and thus addresses them. 

“ Reverend Signors. Young as I am, may I ven- 
ture to speak before you ? I would speak in behalf of 
one who has none else to help her; and I will not 
keep you long. 

‘ Much has been saïd ; much or the sacred nature 
of the obligation—and we acknowiedge it in its full 
force. Let it be fulfilled, and to the last letter. It is 
what we solicit, what we require. But to whom is the 
bag of gold to be delivered? What says the bond 2? 
Not to one—not to two—but to the three. Let the 
three stand forth and claim it.” | 

From that day, (for who can doubt the issue?) 
none were sought, none employed, but the subtle, the 
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eloquent Lorenzo. Wealth followed Fame ; nor need 


I say how soon he sat at his marriage-feast, or who sat 
beside him. 


XVIL 
A CHARACTER. 


Oxe of two things Montrioli may haye 
My envy or compassion. Both he cannot. 
Yet on he goes, numbering as miseries, 
What least of all he would consent to lose, 
What most imdeed he prides himself upon, 
And, for not having, most despises me. 

“ At morn the minister exacts an hour : 
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At noon the king. Then comes the council-board ; 
And then the chase, the supper. When, ah! when, 
The leisure and the liberty I sigh for ? 

Not when at home; at home a miscreant-crew, 

That now no longer serve me, mine the service. 


And then that old hereditary bore, 


The steward, his stories longer ne his rent-roll, 
Who enters, quill in ear, An. one by one, 

As though I lived to write ou wrote to live, 
Unrolls his leases for my signature.” 


He clanks his fetters to disturb my peace. 
Vet who would wear them, and become the slave 


. Of wealth and power, renouncing willingly 


His freedom, and the hours that fly so fast, 
À burden or a curse when misemploy’d, 
But to the wise how precious !—every day 
À little life, a blank to be inseribed 

With gentle deeds, such as in after-time 
Console, rejoice, whene’er we turn the leaf 
To read them? All, wherever in the scale, 
Have, be they high or low, or rich or poor, 


JInherit they a sheep-hook or a sceptre, 


Much to be grateful for ; but most has he, 

Born in that middle sphere, that temperate zone- 
Where Knowledge lights his lamp, there most secure, 
And Wisdom comes, Fr ever, she who dwells 
Above the clouds, re tie firmament, 

That Seraph sitting in the heaven of heavens. 


What men most covet, wealth, distinction, power, 
Are baubles nothing worth, that only serve 


x h Le. 
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To rouse us up, as children in the schools 

Are roused up to exertion. The reward 

Js in the race we run, not in the prize; 

And they, the few, that have it ere they earn it, 
Having, by favour or inheritance, 

These dangerous gifts placed in their idle hands, 
And all that should awaït on worth well-tried, 
All in the glorious days of old reserved 

For manhood most mature or reverend age, 
Know not, nor ever can, the generous pride, 
That glows in him who on himself relies, 
Entering the lists of life. 


XVII 
SORRENTO. 


Hz who sets sail from Naples, when the wind 
Blows fragrance from Posilipo, may soon, 
Crossing from side to side that beautiful lake, 
Land underneath the cliff, where once among 
The children gathering shells along the shore, 
One laugh’d and play’d, unconscious of his fate ; * 
His to drink deep of sorrow, and, through life, 
To be the scorn of them that knew him not, 
Trampling alike the giver and his gift, 


The gift a pearl precious, inestimable, 


A lay divine, a lay of love and war, 

To charm, ennoble, and from age to age, 
Sweeten the labour, when the oar was plied 
Or on the Adrian or the Tuscan sea. 


* Tasso, 
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‘There would I linger—then go forth again, 
And hover round that region unexplored, 
Where to Salvator (when, as some relate, 

By chance or choice he led à bandit% life, 
Yet oft withdrew, alone and unobserved, 

To wander through those awful solitudes) 
Nature reveald herself.  Unveïl’d she stood, 
In all her wildness, all her majesty, 

As in that elder time, ere Man was made. 


There would I linger—then go forth again ; 
And he who steers due east, doubling the cape, 
Discovers, in a crevice of the rock, 

The fishing-town, Amalf.® Haply there 
À heaving bark, an anchor on the strand, 
May tell him what it is: but what it Was, 
Cannot be told so soon. 
The time has been, 
When on the quays along the Syrian coast, 
T was ask’d and eagerly, at break of dawn, 
“ What ships are from Amalf ?” when her coins, 
Silver and gold, circled from clime to chime ; 
From Alexandria southward to Sennaar, 
And eastward, through Damascus and Cabul 
And Samarcand, to thy great wall, Cathay. 


Then were the nations by her wisdom sway’d; 
And every crime on every sea was judged 
According to her judgments. In her port 
Prows, strange, uncouth, from Nile and Niger met, 

People of various feature, various speech ; | 
And in their countries many a house of prayer, 
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And many a shelter, where no shelter was, 
And many a well, like Jacob’s in the wild, 
Rose at her bidding. Then in Palestine, 
By the way-side, in sober grandeur stood 
An Hospital, that, night and day, received 
The pilgrims of the west; and, when *t was askd, 
“Who are the noble founders?”? every tongue 
At once replied, “The merchants of Amalf.” 
That Hospital, when Godfrey scaled the walls. 
Sent forth its holy men in complete steel ; 
And hence, the cowl relinquish’d for the helm, 
That chosen band, valiant, invincible, 
So long renown’d as champions of the Cross, 
In Rhodes, in Malta. 

For three hundred years, 
There, unapproach’d but from the deep, they dwelt ; 
Assaïil’d for ever, yet from age to age 
Acknowledging no master. From the deep 
They gather’d in their harvests ; bringing home, 
In the same ship, relicts of ancient Greece,” 
That land of glory where their fathers lay, 
Grain from the golden vales of Sicily, 
And Indian spices. When at length they fell 
Losing their liberty, they left mankind 
A legacy, compared with which the wealth 
Of Eastern Kings—what is it in the scale — 
The mariner’s compass. 

They are now forgot, 

And with them all they did, all they endured, 
Struggling with fortune. When Sicardi stood, 
And, with a shout like thunder, cried, “ Come forth, 
And serve me in Salerno!” forth they came, | 
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_-Covering the sea, a mournful spectacle ; Dia. 
The women waïling, and the heavy oar 
Falling unheard. Not thus did they return, 
The tyrant slain; though then the grass of years 
Grew in their streets. 

There now to him who saiïls 

Under the shore, a few white villages, 
Scatter’d above, below, some in the clouds, 
Some on the margin of the dark-blue sea, 
And glittering through their lemon-groves, announce 
The region of Amal. Then, half fallen, 
À lonely watch-tower on the precipice, 


Their ancient land-mark, comes. Long may it last; 


- And to the seaman in a distant age, 
Though now he little thinks how large his debt, 
Serve for their monument ! ® 


XIX. 
P ÆSTUM. 


Tney stand between the mountains-and the sea, 
Awful memorials, but of whom we know not! * 
The seaman, passing, gazes from the deck. 

The buffalo-driver, in his shaggy cloak, 
Pomts to the work of magic and moves on. 
Time was they stood along the crowded street, 
_Temples of Gods ! ‘and on their ample steps 
What various habits, various tongues beset 


* The temples of Pæstum are three in number; and have survived, 


* nearly nine centuries, the total destruction of the city. Tradition is silent 


goncerning them ; but they must have existed now between two and three 


thousand years. 
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© The brazen gates for prayer and sacrifice ! 
Time was perhaps the third was sought for Justice; 
And here the accuser stood, and there the accused; 
And here the judges sate, and heard, and judged. 
AI silent now !—as in the ages past, 
Trodden under foot and mingled, dust with dust. 


How many centuries did the sun go round, 
From Mount Alburnus to the Tyrrhene sea, 
While, by some spell render’d invisible, 

Or, if approach’d, approach’d by him alone 

Who saw as though he saw not, they remain’ 

As in the darkness of a sepulchre, 

Waiting the appointed time! AI, all within 
Proclaims that Nature had resumed her right, 

And taken to herself what man renounced, 

No cornice, triglyph, or worn abacus, 

But with thick ivy hung or branching fern ; 

Their iron-brown o’erspread with brightest veraure! 


From my youth upward have I longed to tread - 
This classic ground—And am I here at last? 
Wandering at will through the long porticoes, 

And catching, as through some majestic grove, 
Now the blue ocean, and now, chaos-like, 
Mountains and mountain-gulfs, and, half way up, 
| Towns like the living rock from which they grew ? 
£ A cloudy region black and desolate, 

Where once a slave withstood a world in arms.* 


The air is sweet with violets, running wild 
Mid broken friezes and fallen capitals ; 


* Spartacus. See Plutarch in the life of Crassus. 
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Sweet as when Tully, writing down his thoughts, 
Those thoughts so precious and so lately lost, 
(Turning to thee, divine Philosophy, 

Ever at hand to calm his troubled soul) 

Saild slowly by, two thousand years ago, 

For Athens; when a ship, if north-east winds 
Blew from the Pæstan gardens, slack’d her course. 


On as he moved along the level shore, 
These temples, in their splendour eminent 
"Mid arcs and obelisks, and domes and towers, 
Refiecting back the radiance of the west, 
Well might He dream of Glory Now, coïl’d up 
The serpent sleeps within them ; the she-wolt 
Suckles her young ; and, as alone [ stand 
In this, the nobler pile, the elements 
Of earth and air its only floor and covering, 
How solemn is the stillness! Nothing stirs 
Save the shrill-voiced cicala flitting round 
On the rough pediment to sit and sing ; 
Or the green lizard rustling through the grass, 
And up the fluted shaft with short quick motion, 
To vanish in the chinks that Time has made. 


In such an hour as this, the sun’s broad disk 
Seen at his setting, and à flood of light 
Filing the courts of these old sanctuaries 
(THON shadows, broken and confused, 
Across the LE columns flung'), 
In such an hour he came, who saw and told, 


. Led by the mighty Cére of the Place.* 


* They are said to have been discovered by accident about Le middle 
ot the last century. | 
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- Walls of some capital city first appear’ d, 
Half razed, half sunk, or scatter”’d as in scorn ; 
—And what within them? what but in the midst’ 
These Three in more than their original grandeur 
And, round about, no stone upon another ? : 
As if the spoiler had fallen back in fear, 
And, turning, left them to the elements. 


"lis said a stranger in the days of old 
(Some say a Dorian, some à Sybarite; 
But distant things are ever lost in clouds), 
TT is said a stranger came, and, with his plow, 
Traced out the site; and Posidonia rose, 
Severely great, Neptune, the tutelar God; 
À Homer’s language murmuring in her streets, 
And in her haven many a mast from Tyre, 
Then came another, an unbidden guest. 
He knock’d and enter’d with a train in arms: 
And all was changed, her very name and language 
The Tyrian merchant, shipping at his door 
Ivory and gold, and silk, and frankincense, 
Sail’d as before, but sailing, cried “ For Pæstum !” 
And now a Virgil, now an Ovid sung 
Pæstum’s twice-blowing roses ; while, within, 
Parents and children mourn’d—and, every year 
(T was on the day of some old festival), 
Met to give way to tears, and once again, 
Talk’ d in the ancient tongue of things gone by.* 
At length an Arab climb’d the battlements, 
Slaying the sleepers in the dead of night ; 


* Athenæus, xiv. 
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And from all eyes the glorious vision fled ! 

Leaving a place lonely and dangerous, 

Where whom the robber spares, a deadlier foe* 
Strikes at unseen—and at a time when joy 

Opens the heart, when summer-skies are blue, 

And the clear air is soft and delicate ; 

For then the demon works—then with that air 
The thoughtless wretch drinks in a subtle poison - 
Lulling to sleep ; and, when he sleeps, he dies. 


. But what are These still standing in the midst ? 
The earth has rock’d beneath ; the Thunder-stone 
Passed through and through, and left its traces 

there. 
Vet still they stand as by some Unknown Charter ! 
Ob, they are Nature’s own ! and, as allied 
To the vast Mountains and the eternal Sea, 
They want no written history : theirs a voice 
For ever speaking to the heart of Man! 


XX. G 
MONTE CASSINO. 


* War hangs behind that curtain ? ”— 
“ Wouldst thou learn ? 
If thou art wise, thou wouldst not. ?T is by some 
Believed to be his master-work, who look’d 
Beyond the grave, and on the chapel-wall, 
Às though the day were come, were come and past, 
Drew the Last Judgment.t— But the Wisest err. 5 


- The Mal’aria. t Michael Angelo. 
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He who in secret wrought, and gave it life, 
For life is surely there and visible change, 
Life, such as none could of himself impart 
(They who behold it, go not as they came, 
But meditate for many and many a day), 
Sleeps in the vault beneath. We know not much; 
But what we know, we will communicate. 
?T is in an ancient record of the House ; 
And may it make thee tremble, lest thou fall! 


Once—on a Christmas-eve—ere yet the roof 

Kung with the hymn of the Nativity, 

There came a stranger to the convent-gate, 

And ask’d admittance ; ever and anon, 

As if he sought what most he fear’ d to find, 
Looking behind him. When within the walls, 
These walls so sacred and inviolable, 
Still did he look behind him ; oft and long, 
With haggard eye and curling, quivering lip, 
Catching at vacancy. Between the fits, 

For here, * is said, he linger’d while he lived, 
He would discourse, and with a mastery, 

À charm by none resisted, none explain’d, 
Unfelt before ; but when his cheek grew pale, 
All was forgotten. Then, howe’er employed, 
He would break off, and start as if he caught 
À glimpse of something that would not be gone, 
And turn and gaze, and shrink into himself, 

Às though the Fiend was there, and, face to face, 
Scowld o’er his shoulder. 

- «+ Most devout he was; 

Most unremitting in the Services ; 
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Then, only then, untroubled, unassaïil'd ; 
And, to beguile a melancholy hour, 

Would sometimes exercise that noble art 
He learnt in Florence ; with a master’s hand, 
As to this day the Sacristy attests, 

Painting the wonders of the Apocalypse. 


At length he sunk to rest, and in his cell 
Left, when he went, a work in secret done, 
The portrait, for a portrait it must be, 
That hangs behind the curtain. Whence he drew, 
None here can doubt: for they that come to catch 
The faintest glimpse—to catch it and be gone, 
Graze as he gazed, then shrink into themselves, 
Acting the self-same part. But why ’t was drawn, 
Whether in penance, to atone for Guilt, 
Or to record the anguish Guilt inflicts, 
Or haply to familiarize his mmd 
With what he could not fly from, none can say, 
For none could learn the burden of his soul.” 


XXI. 
THE HARPER. 


1r was a Harper, wandering with his harp, 

His only treasure ; a majestic man, 
By time and grief ennobled, not subdued ; 
Though from his height descending, day by day, 
And, as his upward look at once betray’d, 

. Blind as old Homer. At a fount he sate, 
Well-known to many à weary traveller ; 
His little guide, a boy not seven years old, 
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But grave, considerate beyond his years, 
Sitting beside him. Each had ate his crust 
In silence, drinking of the virgin-spring ; 
And now in silence, as their custom was, 
The sun’ decline awaited. 

But the child 
Was worn with travel. Heavy sleep weigh’d down 
His eye-lids; and the grandsire, when we came, s 
Embolden’d by his love and by his fear, 
His fear lest night o’ertake them on the road, 
Humbly besought me to convey them both 
A little onward. Such small services 
Who can refuse ?—Not I ; and him who can, 
Blest though he be with every earthly gift, 
I cannot envy. He, if wealth be his, 
Knows not its uses. So from noon till night, 
Within a crazed and tatter’d vehicle 
That yet display’, in old emblazonry, 
À shield as splendid as the Bardi wear ; 
We lumber’d on together; the old man 
Beguiling many à league of half its length, 
When question’d the adventures of his life, 
And all the dangers he had undergone ; 
His shipwrecks on inhospitable coasts, 
And his long warfare. 

They were bound, he said, 

To a.great fair at Reggio; and the boy, 
Believing all the world were to be there, 
And I among the rest, let loose his tongue, 
And promised me much pleasure. * His short trance, 


Short as it was, had, like a charmed cup, 
- Restored his spirit, and, as on we crawld, 
| 11 
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Slow as the snaïl (my muleteer dismounting, 
And now his mules addressing, now his pipe, 
And now Luigi) he poured out his heart, 
Largely repaying me. At length the sun 
Departed, setting in a sea of gold ; 

And, as we gazed, he bade me rest assured 
That like the setting would the rising be. 


Their harp—it had a voice oracular, 
And in the desert, in the crowded street, 
Spoke when consulted. If the treble chord 
Twang’d shrill and clear, o’er hill and dale they 

went, 

The grandsire, step by step led by the child ; 
And not a rain-drop from a passing cloud 
Fell on their garments. Thus it spoke to-day; 
Inspiring joy, and, in the young ones mind, 
Brightening a path already full of sunshine, 


XXII. 
THE FELUCA. 


Day glimmerd; and beyond the precipice 
(Which my mule followd as in love with fear, 
Or as in scorn, yet more and more inclining 
To tempt the danger where it menaced most), 
À sea of vapour roll’d. Methought we went 
Along the utmost edge of this, our world ; 
But soon the surges fled and we descried, 

Nor dimly, though the lark was silent yet, 
. Thy gulf, La Spezzia. Ere the morning-gun, 
Ere the first day-streak, we alighted there, 
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. And not a breath, a murmur! Every sail 

Slept in the offing. Yet along the shore 

Great was the stir ; as at the noontide hour, 

None unemployd. Where from its native rock 

À streamlet, clear and full, ran to the sea, 

The maidens knelt and sung as they were wont, 

Washing their garments. Where it met the tide, 

Sparkling and lost, an ancient pinnace lay 

Keel-upward, and the fagot blazed, the tar 

Fumed from the chaldron; while, beyond the fort 

Wihither I wander’d, step by step led on, 

The fishers dragg”d their net, the fish within 

At every heave fluttering and full of life, 

At every heave striking their silver fins 
’Gainst the dark meshes. 

; Soon a boatman’s shout 
Re-echoed ; and red bonnets on the beach, 
Waving, recall’d me. We embarkd and left 
That noble haven, where, when Genoa reign'd, 
À hundred galleys shelter’d—in the day, 
When lofty spirits met, and, deck to deck, 
Doria, Pisani fought; that narrow field 
Ample enough for glory. On we went, 
Rufiling with many an oar the crystalline sea, 
On from the rising to the setting sun, 

In silence—underneath a mountain-ridge, 
Untamed, untamable, reflecting round 

The saddest purple ; nothing to be seen 

Of life or culture, save where, at the foot, 
Some village and its church, a scanty line, 
Athwart the wave gleam’d faintly. Fear of ill 
_Narrow’d our course, fear of the hurricane, 
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And that yet greater scourge, the crafty Moor, 
Who, like a tiger prowling for his prey, 

Springs and is gone, and on the adverse coast 
(Where Tripoli and Tunis and Algiers 

Forge fetters, and white turbans on the mole 
Gather, whene’er the Crescent comes display’d 
Over the Cross) his human merchandise 

To many a curious, many a cruel eye 

Exposes. Ah, how oft where now the sun 

Slept on the die have ruthless cimeters 
Flash’d through ‘he lattice, and a swarthy crew 
Drago’d a ere-long to number them for sale, 
Ere-long to part them Fe their agony, 

Parent and child! How oft where now we rode 
Over the billow, has a wretched son, - 
Or yet more wretched sire, grown grey in chaïns, 
Labour’d, his hands upon the oar, his eyes 

Upon the land—the land, that gave him birth ; 
And, as he gazed, his homestall through his tears, 
Fondly imagined ; when a Christian ship 

Of war appearing in her bravery, | 

À voice in anger cried, “ Use all your strength !” 


But when, ah when, do they that can, forbear 
To crush the unresisting? Strange, that men, 
Creatures so frail, so soon, alas ! to die, 
Should have the power, the will to Mae this world 
À dismal prison-house, and life itself, | 
Life in its prime, a burden and a curse D 
To him who never wrong’d them! Who that. 
breathes 
Would not, when first he heard it, turn away 


% 
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As from à tale monstrous, incredible ? 
Surely a sense of our mortality, 
À consciousness how soon we shall be gone, 
Or, if we linger—but a few short years— 
How sure to look upon our brother’s grave, 
Should of itself incline to pity and love, 
And prompt us rather to assist, relieve, 
Than aggravate the evils each is heir to. 


At length the day departed, and the moon 

Rose like another sun, illumining 

Waters and woods and eloud-capt promontories, 

Glades for a hermit’s cell, a lady's bower, 

Scenes of Elysium, such as Night alone 

Reveals below, nor often—<scenes that fled 

Às at the waving of a wizard's wand, 

And left behind them, as their parting gift, 

À thousand nameless odours. All was still ; 

And now the nightingale her song pour’d forth 

In such à torrent of heart-felt delight, 

So fast it flow’d, her tongue so voluble, 

As if she thought her hearers would be gone 

Ere half was told. ?T was where in the north-west, : 

Still unassail d and unassaïlable, 

Thy pharos, Genoa, first display’d itself, 

Burning in stillness on its cragey seat ; 

That guiding star, so oft the only one, 

When those now glowing in the azure vault, 

Are dark and silent. ?T was where o’er the sea, 
_ For we were now within a cables length, 

Delicious gardens hung ; green galleries, 

And marble terraces in many a flight, 
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And fairy-arches flung from chiff to chiff, 
Wildering, enchanting ; and, above them all, 

À Palace, such as somewhere in the East, 

In Zenastan or Araby the blest, 

Among its golden groves and fruits of gold, 
And fountains scattering rainbows in the sun, 
Rose, when Aladdin rubb’d the wondrous lamp; 
Such, if not fairer ; and, when we shot by, 

À scene of revelry, in long array : 
The windows blazing. But we now approach’d 
À City far-renown’d;* and wonder ceased. 


XXIIT. 
GENOA 


Taus house was Andrea Dorias. Here he üivd 
And here at eve relaxing, when ashore, 
Held many à pleasant, many a grave diséotirse : 
With them that sought him, walking to and fro 
As on his deck. ?T is less in length and breadth - 
Than many à cabin in à ship of war; | 
But * is of marble, and at once inspirés 
The reverence dué to ancient dignity. 


He left it for a better: and *# is now 
À house of trade, ® the meanest merchandise 
Cumbering its floors. Vet, fallen as it is, 1% 
TT is still the noblest dw elings-event in Gencël 
And hadst thou, Andrea, lived there to the last, 
Thou hadst dôné well ; for there is that vithout, 


* Genoa. 
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That in the wall, which monarchs could not give, 
Nor thou take with thee, that which says aloud, 
It was thy Country’s gift to her Deliverer. 


*T is in the heart of Genoa (he who comes, 
Must come on foot) and in a place of stir; 
Men on their daily business, early and late, 
Thronging thy very threshold. But when there, 
Thou wert among thy fellow-citizens, 
Thy children, for they haïl’d thee as their sire; 
And on a spot thou must have loved, for there, 
Calling them round, thou gavest them more than life, 
Giving what, lost, makes life not worth the keeping. 
_ There thou didst do indeed an act divine; 
Nor couldst thou leave thy door or enter in, 
Without a blessing on thee. 
Thou art now 
Again among them. Thy brave mariners, 
They who had fought so often by thy side, 
- Staining the mountain-billows, bore thee back 
_ And thou art sleeping in thy funeral-chamber. 


Thine was a glorious course; but couldst thou 
there, | 
Clad in thy cere-cloth—in that silent vault, 
Where thou art gather’d to thy ancestors— 
Open thy secret heart and tell us all, 
Then should we hear thee with a sigh confess, 
A sigh how heavy, that thy happiest hours 
Were pass’d before these sacred walls were left, 
Before the ocean-wave thy wealth reflected, 
__ And pomp and power drew envy, stirring up 
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The ambitious man,“ that in a perilous hour 
Fell from the plank. 


À FAREWELL.f 


Axp now farewell to Italy—perhaps 

For ever! Yet, methinks, I could not go, 
I could not leave it, were it mine to say, 
“ Farewell for ever !? 

Many a courtesy, 
That sought no recompense, and met with none 
But in the swell of heart with which it came, - 
Have I experienced ; not a cabin-door, 
Go where I would, but open’ d with a smile; 
From the first hour, when, in my long descent, 
Strange perfumes rose, as if to welcome me, 
From flowers that minister’ d like unseen spirits ; 
From the first hour, when vintage-songs broke forth, 
À grateful earnest, and the Southern lakes, , 
Dazzlingly bright, unfolded at my feet ; À 
They that receive the cataracts, and ere-long 
Dismiss them, but how changed—onward to roll 
From age to age in silent majesty, 
Blessing the nations, and reflecting round 
The gladness they inspire. 

Gentle or rude, 

No scene of life but has contributed 
Much to remember—from the Polesine, 


Where, when the south-wind blows, and clouds on. 
clouds 


Gather and fall, the peasant freights his bark, 
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* Fiesco. T Written at Susa, May 1, 1892. 
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Mindful to migrate when the king of floods * 
Visits his humble dwelling, and the keel, 
Slowly uplifted over field and fence, 

Floats on a world of waters—from that low, 
That level region, where no Echo dwells, 

Or, if she comes, comes in her saddest plight, 
Hoarse, inarticulate—on to where the path 

Js lost in rank luxuriance, and to breathe 

Is to inhale distemper, if not death ; 


Where the wild-boar retreats, when hunters chafe, 


And, when the day-star flames, the buffalo-herd, 
Afficted, plunge into the stagnant pool, 
Nothing discern’d amid the water-leaves, 

Save here and there the likeness of a head, 
Savage, uncouth ; where none in human shape 
Come, save the herdsman, levelling his length 


Of lance with many a cry, or, Tartar-like, 


Urging his steed along the distant hill 

As from a danger. There, but not to rest, 

I travel] d many a dreary league, nor turnd 
(Ah then least willing, as who had not been?) 


- When in the South, against the azure sky, 


Three temples rose in soberest majesty, 
The wondrous work of some heroïic race. 


But now a long farewell!  Oft, while I live, 
If once again in England, once again 
In my own chimney-nook, as Night steals on, 
With half-shut eyes reclining, oft, methinks, 


. While the wind blusters and the Ph rain 


_Clatters without, shall I recall to mind 
* The Po, L The Temples of Pæstum, 
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The scenes, occurrences, I met with here, 

And wander in Elysium; many a note 

Of wildest melody, magician-like, 

Awakening, such as the Calabrian horn, 

Along the mountain-side, when all is still, 
Pours forth at folding-time ; and many a chant, 
Solemn, sublime, such as at midnight flows 
From the full choir, when richest harmonies 
Break the deep silence of thy glens, La Cava, 
To him who lingers there with listening ear, 
Now lost and now descending as from Heaven Ê 


NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS 


Nore 1, Pace 15. 
like him of old. 

The Abbot of Clairvaux. “To admire or despise St. Bernard 
as he ought,” says Gibbon, ‘the reader, like myself, should have 
before the windows of his library that incomparable landscape.” 


NorTe 2, Pace 15. 
Two dogs of grave demeanour welcomed me. 
Berri, so remarkable for his sagacity, was dead. His skin is 
stuffed, and is preserved in the Museum of Berne. 


Norte 3, Pace 19. 
Bread to the hungry. 
They distribute, in the course of the year, from thirty to thirty- 
five thousand rations of food ; receiving travellers of every descrip-. 
tion.—Le Pere Bisezx, Pret a 


Notre 4, PAGE 20. 
Dessaix, who turn’d the scale. 
“ Of all the generals I ever had under me, Dessaix possessed the 
greatest talents. He loved glory for itself.” 


Note 5, Pace 25. 
A wondrous monument. 

ÂAlmost every mountain of any rank or condition has such a 
bridge. The most celebrated in this country is on the Swiss side of 
St. Gothard. 
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Nore 6, PAGE 31. 


quaffing gramolata. 


A sherbet half frozen. 


Note 7, Pace 32. 
Like him who, in the days of Minstrelsy. 
Petrarch, Epist. Rer. Sen. 1. v: ep. 5. 


Notre 8, PAGE 83. 
Before the great Mastino. 

Mastino de la Scala, the Lord of Verona. Cortusia, the ambas- 
sador and historian, saw him so surrounded.—L. 6. 

This house had been always open to the unfortunate. In the 
days of Can Grande, all were welcome ; Poets, Philosophers, Artists, 
Warriors. Each had his apartment, each a separate table; and at. 
the hour of dinner, musicians and jesters went from room to room. 
Dante, as we learn from himself, found an asylum there. 


Nore 9; PAGE 35. 
In this neglected mirror. ; 

As this is the only instance, with which I am acquainted, of a 
Ghost in Italy since Brutus sat in his tent, I give it as I received it; 
though in the catastrophe I have been anticipated by a distinguished 
writer of the present day. 

It was first mentioned to me by a friend, as we were crossing the 
Apennines together. 

Note 10, PAGE 37. 
She was wall’ d up within the Castle wall. 
Murate was a technical word for this punishment in Italy. 


Nore 11, PAGE 88. 
Issuing forth. 

An old huntsman of the family met her in the haze of the morn 
ing, and never went out again. 

She is still known by the name of Madonna Bianca. 


Nors 12, Pace 39. 

the tower of Ezzelin— $ 

Now an Observatory. On the wall there is a long inscription 

« Piis carcerem adspergite lacrymis,” etc. “san 
Ezzelino is seen by Dante in the river of blood.—Znferno, xii 
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Nore 13, Paér 39. 


The lagoing mules ; 
The passage boats are drawn up and down thé Brent. 


Nore 14, Pace 39. 
That child of fun and frolice, Arlecchino, 

À pleasant instance of his wit and agility was exhibited some 
years ago on the stage at Venice. 

“ The stutterer was in an agony ; the word was inexorable. It 
was to no purpose that Harlequin suggested another and another. 
At length, in a fit of despair, he pitched his head full in the dying 
man’s stomach, and the word bolted out of his mouth to the most 

distant part of the house.”—$See Moore’s View of Society in Tialy. 


Norge 15, Pace 41. 
Ere yet the Califa came 


À caravan. 


Norte 16, Pace 43. 
Playing at Mora. 
À national game of great antiquity, and most probably the 
“ micare digitis ”” of the Romans. 


Nors 17, Pace 44. 
twelve Procurators. 


The procuratorship of St. Mark was the second dignity in the 
Republic. 


Nore 18, Pace 46. 
The brass is gone, the porphyry remains. 4 
They were placed in the floor as memorials. The brass was en- 
graven with the words addressed by the Pope to the Emperor, 
“ Super aspidem,” etc. 


Nore 19, Pace 46. 
Of the proud Pontiff— 

Alexander III. He fled in disguise to Venice, and is said to 
have passed the first night on the steps of San Salvatore. The en- 
trance is from the Merceria, near the foot of the Rialto; and ït is 
thus recorded, under his escutcheon, in a small tablet at the door : 
Alexandro IIL., Pont. Max. pernoctanti. 
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Norte 20, Pace 47. 
some from merry England. 

& Recenti victoriä exultantes,” says Petrarch, alluding, no doubt, 
to the favourable issue of the war in France. This festival began 
on the 4th of August, 1364. 


Nore 21, PAGE 47. 
And lo, the madness of the Carnival. 

Among those the most followed, there was always à mask in à 
magnificent habit, relating marvellous adventures, and calling him- 
self Messer Marco Millioni. Millioni was the name given by his 
fellow-citizens in his lifetime to the great traveller, Marco Polo. I 
have seen him so described,” says Ramusio, “in the records of the 
Republic; and his house has, from that time to this, been called La 
Corte del Millioni,” the house of the rich man, the millionaire. It 
is on the canal of S. Giovanni Chrisostomo ; and, as long as he lived, 
was much resorted to by the curious and the learned. 


Nore 22, Pace 49. 
And bore away to the canal Orfano. 


A deep channel behind the island of $. Giorgo Maggiore. 


Nore 23, PaGr 51. 
All eye, all ear, nowhere and everywhere. 

A Frenchman of high rank, who had been robbed at Venice, and 
had complained in conversation of the negligence of the police, was 
on his way back to the Terra Firma, when his gondola stopped sud- 
. denly in the midst of the waves. He inquired the reason; and his 
gondoliers pointed to à boat with a red flag that had just made them 
a signal. It arrived; and he was called on board. ‘ You are the 
Prince de Craon? Were you not robbed on Friday evening ?—I 
was.—Of what ?—Of five hundred ducats.—And where were they ?— 
In a green purse—Do you suspect any body ?—1T do, a servant.— 
Would you know him again ?—Certainly.” The imterrogator with L 
his foot turned aside an old cloak that lay there; and the Prince be- … 
held his purse in the hand of a dead man. ‘“Takeit; and remember 
that none set their feet again in a country where they have presumed 
to doubt the wisdom of the government.” 
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Nore 24, Pace 58. 


and he sung, 
As in the time when Venice was herself, 


Goldoni, describing his excursion with the Passalacqua, has left 
us à lively picture of this class of men. j 

We were no sooner in the middle of that great lagoon which en- 
cireles the city than our discreet gondolier drew the curtain behind 
us, and let us float at the will of the waves.—At length night 
came on, and we could not tell where we were. “ What is the 
hour ? ” said I to the gondolier. ‘I cannot guess, sir; but if I am 
not mistaken, it is the lover’s hour.” “Let us go home,” I replied ; 
and he turned the prow homeward, singing, as he rowed, the twenty- 
sixth strophe of the sixteenth canto of the Jerusalem Delivered. 


Nore 25, PAGe 54. 
The young Bianca found her father’s door. 

Bianca Capello. It had been shut by a baker’s boy, as he passed 
by, at day-break; and in her despair she fled with her lover to 
Florence, where he fell by assassination. Ier beauty, and her love- 
adventure as here related, her marriage afterwards with the Grand 
Duke, and that fatal banquet at which they were both poisoned by 
the Cardinal, his brother, have rendered her history a romance. The 
Capello Palace is on the Canalé di Canonico ; and the postern-door, 
la porta di strada, is still on its hinges. It opens into one of those 
narrow alleys so numerous at Venice. 


NorTe 26, PAGE 58. 
Laïd at his feet 
They were to be seen in the treasury of St. Mark very lately. 


Note 27, Pacs 61. 
that maid, at once the fairest, noblest. 

She was a Contarini; à name coeval with the Republic, and il- 
lustrated by eight Doges. On the occasion of their marriage, the 


_ Bucentaur came out in its splendour ; and a bridge of boats was 


thrown across the Canal Grandé for the Bridegroom and his retinue 


. of three hundred horse. Sanuto dwells with pleasure on the costli- 


ness of the dresses and the magnificence of the processions by land 
and water The tournaments in the Place of St. Mark lasted three 


days, and were attended by thirty thousand people, 


L 
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Nore 28, Pace 62. 
I have transgressd, offended wilfully. 
It was a high crime to solicit the intercession of any foreign prince 


Norte 29, Pace 65. 
the Invisible Three. 

The State-Inquisitors. For an account of their authority, see 
page 99. 


Nore 80, Pace 68. 
Neglect to visit Arqua. 

This village, says Boccaccio, hitherto almost unknown even at 
Padua, is soon to become famous through the world ; and the sailor 
on the Adriatie will prostrate himself when he de the Eu- 
ganean hill. “Among them,” will he say, “ sleeps the Poet who is : 
our glory. Ah, unhappy Florence! You neglected him—you de- 
served him not.” 


Nore 31, Pace 69. 
Half-way up 
He built his house. 

& T have built, among the Euganean hills, a small house decent 
and proper; in which I hope to pass the rest of my days, thinking 
always of my dead or absent friends.” 

When the Venetians overran the country, Petrarch prepared for 
flight. “ Write your name over your door,” said one of his friends, … 
“and you will be safe.” “I am not so sure of that,” replied Pe- 
trarch, and fled with his books to Padua. 

His books he left to the Republic of Venice; but they exist no 
longer. His legacy to Francis Carrara, a Madonna painted by | 
Giotto, is still preserved in the cathedral of Padua. 


Note 32, PAGE 77. 
In this chapel wrought. 

A chapel of the Holy Virgin in the church of the Carnet 
It is adorned with his paintings, and all the great artists of Florence 
studied there : Lionardo da Vinci, Fra Bartolomeo, Andrea del. 
Sarto, Michael Angelo, Raphael, etc. | 

He had no stone, no inscription, says one of his biographers, for 
he was thought little of in his lifetime. 


ITALY. 177 


Nore 33, Paz 78. 

condemw’d his mortal part 
To fire. 

In 1302, he was sentenced, if taken, to be burned. 


Nore 34, Pacx 78. 
Nor then forget the Chamber of the Dead. 
The Chapel de’ Depositi; in which are the tombs of the Medici, 


by Michael Angelo. 


Nore 35, PAGE 78. 
That is the Duke Lorenzo. Mark him well. 

He died early ; living only to become the father of Catharine de 
Medicis. Had an evil spirit assumed the human shape to propagate 
mischief, he could not have done better. 

The statue is larger than the life, but not so large as to shock 
belief. It is the most real and unreal thing that ever came from the 
chisel. 

Nore 36, Pace 79. 


It must be known—the writing on the wall. 
Exoriare aliquis nostris ex ossibus ultor. 


Perhaps there is nothing in language more affecting than his last 
testament. It is addressed “To God the Deliverer,” and was 
found steeped in his blood. 


Nore 37, PAGE 80. 
That Cosmo 


The first Grand Duke. 
Nors 38, Pace 80. 


the disconsolate Mother. 
Of the children that survived her, one fell by a He one by 
a husband, and a third murdered his wife. 
But that family was soon to become extinct. It is some consola- 
tion to reflect that their country did not go unrevenged for the ca- 
lamities which they had brought upon her. How many of them died 
by the hands of each other ! 


Note 39, Pace 83 
Came out into the meadows. 
Once, on a bright November morning, I set out and trad them, 
as I Ft Se jen by step; beginning and ending in the Church 
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of Santa Maria Novella. It was a walk delightful in itself, and in 
its associations, 


NoTe 40, PAGE 84. 
The morning-banquet by the fountain-side. 
Three hours after sunrise. 


Nore 41, Pace 86. 
There, unseen. 

Milton went to Italy in 1638. ‘“ There it was,” says he, “that I 
found and visited the famous Galileo, grown old, a prisoner to the 
Inquisition” “Old and blind,” he might have said. Galileo, by 
his own account, became blind, in December, 1637. Milton, as we 
learn from the date of Sir Henry Wotton’s letter to him, had not 
left England on the 18th of April following.—S$ee Tiraposomi, and 
Worron’s Remains. 


Nore 42, Pace 86. 
So near the yellow Tiber’s— 
They rise within thirteen miles of each other. 


Nore 43, Pace 87. 
Hands, clad in gloves of steel, held up imploring. 
Tt was in this manner that the first Sforza went down, when he 
perished in the Pescara. 


Note 44, PAGE 90. 
At the bridge-foot. 

Giovanni Buondelmonte was on the point of marrying an Amidei, 
when a widow of the Donati family made him break his engagement 
in the manner here described. 

The Amidei washed away the affront with his blood, attacking 
him, says Villani, at the foot of the Ponte Vecchio ; and hence the 
wars of the Bros and the Ghibellines. ‘4 


O Buondelmonte, quanto mal fuggisti 
Le nozze sue, per gli altrui conforti !— Dante. 


Norte 45, Pace 90. 
It had been well, hadst thou slept on, Imelda. 
The story is Bolognese, and is told by Cherubino Ghiradacci in 
his history of Bologna. Her lover was of the Guelphic party, her 
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brothers of the Ghibelline; and no sooner was this act of violence 
made known, than an enmity, hitherto but half suppressed, broke out 
into open war. The Great Place was a scene of battle and blood- 
shed for forty successive days ; nor was a reconciliation accomplished 
till six years afterwards, when the families and their adherents met 
there once again, and exchanged the kiss of peace before the Cardi- 
nal Legate; as the rival families of Florence had already done in the 
place cf $. Maria Novella. Every house on the occasion was kung 
with tapestry and garlands of flowers. 


Nore 46, PAGE 90. 


from the wound 
Sucking the poison. 
The Saracens had introduced among them the practice of poison- 


ing their daggers. 


Norte 47, Pace 90. 


Yet when Slavery came, 
Worse follow’d. 
It is remarkable that the noblest works of human genius have 
been produced in times of tumult; when every man was his own 
master, and all things were open to all. Homer, Dante, and Milton 


appeared in such times; and we may add Virgil. 


Note 48, Pace 91. 
Cruel Tophana. 

À S$icilian, the invontress of many poisons ; the most celebrated 
of which, from its transparency, was called Acquetta, or Acqua 
Tophana. 

Note 49, Pace 93. 
Of that old den far up among the hills. 

Caffaggiolo, the favourite retreat of Cosmo, “the father of his 
country.”  Eleonora di Toledo was stabbed there on the 11th of 
July, 1576, by her husband, Pietro de’ Medici; and on the 16th of 
the same month, Isabella de’ Medici was strangled by hers, Paolo 
Giordano Orsini, in his villa of Cerroto. They were at Florence, 
when they were sent for, each in her turn, Isabella under the pretext 
of a bunting-party ; and each in her turn went to die. 

Isabella was one of the most beautiful and accomplished women 
of the age. In the Latin, French and Spanish languages, she spoke 
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not only with fluency, but elegance; and in her own she excelled 
as an Improvisatrice, accompanying herself on the lute. On her ar- 
rival at dusk, Paolo presented her with two beautiful greyhounds, 
that she might make a trial of their speed in the morning; and at 
supper was gay beyond measure. When he retired, he sent for her 
into his apartment; and, pressing her tenderly to his bosom, slipped 
a cord round her neck. ë 

Eleonora appears to have had a presentiment of her fate. She 
went when required; but, before she set out, took leave of her son, 
then a child ; weeping long and bitterly over him. 


Norge 59, Pacs 102. 
The Appian. 

The street of the tombs in Pompeii may serve to give us some 
idea of the Via Appia, that Regina Viarum, in its splendour. It is 
perhaps the most striking vestige of antiquity that remains to us. 


Nore 51, Pacæ 102. 
Horace himself. 

And Augustus in his litter, coming at a still slower rate. He was 
borne along by slaves; and the gentle motion allowed him to read, 
write, and employ himself as in his cabinet. Though Tivoli is only. 
sixteen miles from the city, he was always two nights on the road.— 
SUETONIUS. 


NoTe 52, P4ce 103. 
The centre of their Universe. 
From the golden pillar in the Forum the ways ran to the gates, 
and frorn the gates to the extremities of the empire. 


Nore 53, Pace 108. 
To the twelve tables. 
The laws of the twelve tables were inscribed on pillars of brass, 
and placed in the most conspicuous part of the Forum.—Drox. Hax. 


Nore 54. Pace 104. 
On those so young, well-pleased with all they see. 
In the triumph of Æmilius, nothing affected the Roman ver 
like the children of Perseus. Many wept; nor could any thing else. 
attract notice, till they were gone by.—Pruraron. è 
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Nore 55, Pacz 116. 


And architectural pomp, such as none else; 
And dazzling light, and darkness visible. 


Whoever has entered the Church of St. Peter’s or the Pauline 
Chapel, during the exposition of the Holy Sacrament there, will not 
soon forget the blaze of the altar, or the dark circle of worshippers 
kneeling in silence before it. 


Nore 56, Pace 119. 


*T was in her utmost need ; nor, while she lives. 

Her back was at that time turned to the people; but in his coun- 
tenance might be read all that was passing. The Cardinal, who 
officiated, was a venerable old man, evidently unused to the ceremony 
and much affected by it. 


Nore 57, Pace 120. 
The black pall, the requiem. 

Among other ceremonies, a pall was thrown over her, and a re- 
quiem sung. 

Nore 58, Pace 152. 
The fishing-town, Amalfi. 

4 Amalf fell, after three hundred years of prosperity; but the 
poverty of one thousand fishermen is yet dignified by the remains 
of an arsenal, a cathedral, and the palaces of royal merchants.”— 
G1880N. 

Note 59, Pace 153. 
relics of ancient Greece. 

Amiong other things the Pandects of J ustinian were found there 
in 1137. By the Pisans they were taken from Amalf, by the Flo- 
 rentines from Pisa ; and they are now preserved with religious care 
in the Laurentian Library. 


Nore 60, Paz 154. 
Serve for their monument, 

By degrees, says Giannone, they made themselves famous through 
the world. The Tarini Amalfitani were à coin familiar to all nations: 
and their maritime code regulated every where the commerce of the 
sea. Many churches in the East were by them built and endowed ; 
by them was first founded in Palestine the most renowned military 
order of St. John of Jerusalem; and who does not know that the 
Mariner’s compass was invented by a citizen of Amal ? 
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Nors 61, Pace 157. 
and Posidonia rose. 

Originally a Greek city under that name, and afterwards a Ro 
man city, under the name of Pæstum. See Mitford’s History of 


Greece, chap. x. sec. 2. It was surprised and destroyed by the 


Saracens at the beginning of the tenth century. 


Nore 62, Pacz 161. 
Within a crazed and tatter’d vehicle. 


Then degraded and belonging to a Vetturino. 


Nore 63, Pace 161. 
À shield as splendid as the Bardi wear. 


À Florentine family of great antiquity. In the sixty-third novel. 


of Franco Sacchetty we read that a stranger, suddenly entering 
Giotto’s study, threw down a shield and departed, saying, “ Paint 


me my arms in that shield ; ?” and that Giotto, looking after him, ex- » 


claimed—* Who is he? What is he? He says, ‘ Paint me my 
arms, as if he was one of the Bardi! What arms does he bear ? ” 


Note 64, Pace 163. 


Rufling with many an oar the crystalline sea 
The Feluca is à large boat for rowing and sailing, much used in 
the Mediterranean. 


Note 65, Pace 166. 
A house of trade. 
When I saw it in 1822, à basket-maker lived on the ground-floor 
and over him a seller of chocolate. 


Note 66, Pacx 167. 


Before the ocean-wave thy wealth reflected, 


Alluding to the palace which he built afterwards, and in which 
he twice entertained the Emperor Charles the Fifth, It is the most - 


masnificent edifice on the bay of Genoa. 
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